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EDITOR’S FOREWORD 


Jose Rafael Pocalerra is undoubtedly one of the most 
remarkable of comlemporary South-American writers, 
tufted as a newspaper man he is also a fiery and formi¬ 
dable pamphleteer, while his admirable short stories 
have won him numerous admirers and his novels are 
considered among the finest ever written by a Venezue¬ 
lan author. Indeed when one refers to him as a Venezue¬ 
lan man of letters this title does not simply indicate the 
nationality of the author of Politica Feminista, Vidas 
Oscuras, Guentos Grotecos, Tierra del Sol Amada, 
etc. ? but also, and chiefly, the man in whose writings 
one finds the most faithful, brilliant and striking pic¬ 
ture of the life and atmosphere of Venezuela. With a 
realistic style that contains much lyric beauty as well 
as emotion Pocalerra captures and holds the attention 
of his readers. The force and intensity of his thought, no 
less than the vigor of his expressions, allow one to apply 
to him the same eplihet that Ruben Dario used in des¬ 
cribing Zola. « He’s not a man, he’s a bull. » 

In 1907, when hardly eighteen years of age Poca- 
terra engaged in his first journalistic conflicts when he 
dared to combat the famous and sanguinary Cipriano 
Castro. Naturally in a very short lime he found himself 
behind prison bars . After being confined in the citadel 
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(){ f> ae rlo Casiello ha was later taken to the famous du» 
(/eons of the fortress of San Carlos Castro , w h 0 / d 
hern obliged on account of ill-health to take a t Pip * 
Europe was betrayed by Juan Vincente Gomez , a sort 
of general utility-man to whom his master had turned 
0 ,ur the presidency of the republic during his absence 
Gomez , taking advantage of the situation , seized th e 
executive powers for himself and declared Castro an 
outlaw and public danger. This action on the part of 
Gomez was not prompted in the least by a desire to do 
away with the despotic rule which Castro had estab¬ 
lished but on the contrary to intensify it. And he has 
done- so ever since during a period which has now lasted 
for twenty years and which, stained with blood and 
crime , forms the darkest chapter not only in the history of 
Venezuela but also of the New World. 

The fall of Castro having freed Pocalerra, he set about 
earning a living for himself and his family and at the 
same time building up his literary reputation. He had 
already become an outstanding figure among Venezue¬ 
lan writers when , in 1913, indignant at the policy of 
Gomez , who already was almost openly intriguing to 
usurp complete authority for an indefinite period , Poca¬ 
lerra joined the opposition party and participated in 

whal is known as the Conspiracy of General Delgado- 
Chalbaud. 

Since the readers for whom the lines are intended are 
probably unfamiliar with the details of Venezuelan his - 
ory it might not out of place here to describe briefly the 
career of the most unfortunate victim of Gomez ’ savage 
N )0 lsni , the causes that fled up to his conspiracy and 

the reasons why it failed. 

mos/ )( ^^ a( ^ 0 ~^hulbaud, was a descendant of one of the 
intellinp 8 /T a ^ c f a milies of Venezuela. Cultivated, an 
himself 1 ! W had ’ while a y° un 9 man ’ W °n ru 

Uf an e ™«ble position in political and nd 
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circles. He had naturally become a member of that pa¬ 
triotic group of men who sought to develop and increase 
the prosperity and well being, both moral and physical 
of their country. It was with this end in view that, in 
1911, he hoped to obtain the help of France, in carrying 
out some of his plans. Delgado-Chalbaud was naturally 
attracted to France, the nation which he considered right¬ 
ly as the great example of social civilization and poli¬ 
tical freedom and the land to whose Revolution Vene¬ 
zuela like so many other countries owed the dynamic 
impulse which had culminated in her own war oj inde- 
pendance. Moreover Delgado-Chalbaud has French 
blood in his veins. His grand-parents on his mother’s 
side were from Bordeaux and he loves and admires 
France and the French with that sponianious enthu¬ 
siasm which is natural to every true Latin. 

As a means of carrying out his plans Delgado-Chal¬ 
baud proposed to establish in Venezuela. with French 
capital, a bank of issue and a bank for agricultural 
loans. These two enterprises would collaborate in a vast 
project for the general development of the country, a 
project which comprised many aspects. Among these 
was the colonisation of the federal district of the Amazon, 
a vast and fertile region with great forests and immense 
plains, through which deep rivers run and whose soil is 
rich in mineral and natural wealth , and the construc¬ 
tion of a sewer system which would contribute to the 
hygiene of Caracas, the national capital. 

Delgado-Chalbaud was sent by the government to 
France, with full plenipotentiary powers and the title 
of Fiscal Agent, lo carry out the necessary negotiations. 
During his stay in Paris he managed to interest power¬ 
ful capitalists and important businessmen in his plans. 
Acting strictly withinthe limits of the authority confer¬ 
red on him by his government and having consulted the 
authorities in Venezuela he signed a contract for the 
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establishment of the banking firms outlined above. Bui 
on his return home Delgado-Chalbaud was amazed to 
find President Gomez repudiating flatly the agreements 
which had been arrived at and instructing him to undo 
all that he had so laboriously accomplished. Delgado- 
Chalbaud was obliged to obey these orders although i n 
doing so he made himself look ridiculous. 

Whal were the reasons which had prompted Presi¬ 
dent Gomez io issue such orders ? They are, alas, only 
too apparent. Already Gomez was planning to remain 
in office, allhough to do so would contrary to the Con¬ 
stitution and would involve the use of violence. Those 
bankers and capitalists in Venezuela who felt Iheir in¬ 
terests endangered by the new enterprise look advantage 
of his criminal ambition and suggested that the crea¬ 
tion of such establishments, or in other words the intro¬ 
duction of French capital into the national finances 
would threaten the success of the President’s schemes. 

In addition io this we have also the pro-German 
sympathies of Gomez which were already very apparent 
and expressed themselves by his servils and grotesque 
imitations of William II in his uniforms, speechs and 
telegrams. This attitude, which was to become still more 
clear during the Great War, was exploited by the Ger¬ 
man Minister at Caracas , von Prolius, and by the prin¬ 
cipal German business houses of which the firm Blohm 
was the most prominent. 

After having waited for several, months to see what 
turn events would take Delgado-Chalbaud attempted in 
a y 1912 to leave the country. But as at the time he 
was at the head of a shipping enterprise, the Companie 
nr!!? 10 , 6 . e } Coiiere de Venezuela, which he had founde 
culiui become very sucessful thanks to his exe 

he was obliged to ask permission from f* 
sed to !rn S b f f ° re 9oin V a broad. President Gomez refa 
nsider his request, saying that it was necessa y 
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for Delgado-Chalbaud lo remain al his post and help 
him in his political manoeuvres . This fact is proved by 
documents in possession of the person concerned. 

In connection with this matter General Delgado- 
Chalbaud had a private interview with the President. 
During their conversation the General, speaking of the 
alarm with which many citizens regarded the pending 
presidential succession, had the courage and frankness 
to ask the President what he thought of the matter. At the 
same time Delgado-Chalbaud expressed his conviction 
that any attempt to « continue » the existing adminis¬ 
tration, in other words to re-elect Gomez, would have 
unfortunate results and would probably provoke a civil 
war, since by its illegal charcier it would justify an armed 
rebellion. Statements such as those made on this occa¬ 
sion by Delgado-Chalbaud were all the more serious as 
they were uttered at the very time when Cipriano Castro , 
the former chief, or more exactly the master, of Gomez, 
whose confidence the latter had basely elrayed, was 
known lo be taking steps to regain his lost power. 

The cynicism with which Juan Vicente Gomez replied 
to Delgado-Chalbaud was revolting and yet instructive. 
All the man’s insatiable greed, his instinctive treachery, 
his brutal and calculating cruelly were expressed in a 
way which deserves to be quoted lexlually. Unfortunate¬ 
ly it is impossible to render the full grossness of his 
remarks, a grossness which is characteristic since the 
vocabulary employed by Gomez is that of a common, 
illiterate laborer. Every word he says betrays the lack of 
refinement, the boorishnes of mind, the inherent com- 
moness and vulgarity of the man which are already 
apparent in his gestures and manner. 

« No I’m not trying to pul over any of this succession 
stuff, You're right, il would be too good an excuse to 
start a revolution. II would be just what Don Cipriano 
is looking for as a reason for coming here and trying to 
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« gum up » our game. I know Don Cipriano. I k now 
him well. I know what it would mean if he should start 
things and want to break up our « God-given peace ». V m 
laying off of this succession business. But you know 
that Congress is backing me and that Congress will elect 
anybody I lell’em to. So that’s as it should be. It isn’t 
worth worrying about it anyhow till election day comes 
round. The great thing is for things to be quid , for 
nobody to go shooting off their mouth about politics or 
candidates and to keep the newspapers from printing 
any fool yarns about the whole business. When election 
day’s here I’ll come out and say who’s my man. That 
day I’ll call Pete over and say to him « Here Pete, my 
lad, toddle over to Congress and give, ’em this piece of 
paper. It’s an order to nominate and elect you as Presi¬ 
dent ». Pete will probably start to do as he’s told. But 
perhaps I’ll see an expression in his eye that don’t please 
me. If that happens I’ll call Jack and tell him. « Here 
you, beat it over to Congress and iell’em that Pete is not 
my man, but that you are the boy they’re to elect .» Natu¬ 
rally you can understand why I want things to be kepi 
quiet till I’m all ready to shoot. » 

While saying all this to Delgado-Chalbaud Gomez 
adopted the sly, insinuating tone he uses so often, ob¬ 
viously he hoped to flatter the General and make him 
believe that perhaps he, Delgado-Chalbaud, might be 
either Pete or Jack. A few months later Gomez carried 
out his program with Gil Forloul who, up to the last 
moment, believed that he would be President. However 
Gomez must have noticed something he disliked about 
or/ow/ for he had Marquez Busiillos elected instead. 

\;° Venezuelan with the least interest in his country’s 
wej are could have heard such a cynical statement wilh- 
°cerf - indignant and Delgado-Chalbaud was 

amn U '\ le J as l man to accept it quiescently. He was 
n of action, an idealist, filled with youthful, energies 
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and enthusiasms. At once he set about organizing the 
resources at his disposal and those of his friends to foil 
the tyrant's plans. He informed the leading men of the 
community what schemes the president was selling afoot. 
Later he enlisted the aid of persons who, although for¬ 
ming pari of the existing administration, were not pre¬ 
pared te become the accomplices of Gomez in his pro¬ 
gram of ruthless usurpation of authority. General Jose 
Ignacio Pulido, Leopoldo Baplisia, Juan Pablo Pena- 
losa, J. M. Ortega Martinez, Gregorio, S. Riera, Nico¬ 
las Rolando, F.-L. Alcantara and many other promi¬ 
nent men in public life, represenlaiing all shades of 
political opinion, with whom he confered at length all 
promised their support in an open opposition to Gomez ’ 
nefarious design. Should the latter not employ the legal 
forms of electoral plebiscite which would enable the 
nation without constraint to choose its representatives, 
it was agreed that, at the moment when he attempted to 
carry out his coup d’etat, he should he arrested and 
tried according to proper judicial procedure. 

Jose Ignacio Pulido, President of the Government 
Council, an honorable old man, set a day for the elec¬ 
tions in accordance with the law and guaranteed that the 
liberty of vole would be respected to the fullest extent. But 
among these men there was a traitor. It is mete and 
right that his nam should be recorded in these pages. It 
was Nicolas Rolando who informed the President of 
what was going on. Gomez began his counter-offensive 
by attacking the members of the National Council. By 
every means in his power he sought to prevent the Coun¬ 
cil from holding its meetings at which it was to nomi¬ 
nate its officers. At the same time he had one of his 
henchmen, Dr Arcaya, the Attorney-General, indict the 
National Council for undue excercise of authority and 
irregularities of procedure. This was the first step on 
the path of usurpation. 
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The council was dissolved and replaced by men in 
the pay of Gomez. He had the police guard his sacred 
person in an obvious manner while the legal members of 
the council were obliged to flee the country in terror of 
their lives. 

Delgado-Chalbaud, meanwhile, with many of his 
friends and political associates had been shut up in the 
notorious prison of La Rolonde at Caracas. There all 
these unfortunate men had irons weighing more than 
seventy five pounds attached to their feet. They were 
deprived of blankets, linen, and in short of everything 
that could make existence in the least endurable. Del¬ 
gado-Chalbaud was obliged to be present while his 
friends were tortured in the vilest conceivable manner — 
including a frightful method involving the twisting of 
their testicles — in order to wring from their lips the 
confession that he, Delgado-Chalbaud, had taken pari in 
a fantastic and wholly imaginary plot to assassinate 
President Gomez. As he persisted in denying this and 
as his companions, even under torture, refused to make 
any such statements President Gomez gave orders that 
he was to be deprived of food and drink and placed in 
solitary confinement. Under these conditions he was 
forced to sign orders giving Gomez large sums of 
money. These sums, amounting to more than a million 
francs were paid over by the wife of Delgado-Chalbaud 
to the Governor of Caracas, Juan C. Gomez, the brother 

° h P n eS 1 lde J li '^ i ihe same iime ihe dipping company 
which Delgado-Chalbaud had formed, and of which he 

was the head, was forced to liquidate, thus causing him 

to lose stock valued at two million more francs which 

ihe e p m over b y Pres idenl Gomez who now conducts 
Th er P nse Wllh the other members of his family. 

withtdth^r'i? 6 ?^ ° f Del 9 ado ~Phalbaud look place 

tionof all rn 9 fP, j 0Tm of judicial trial and in viola- 
of all constitutional guarantees. He remained for 
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fourteen years shut up in a filthy cell, always in irons 

on any of tus friends. Lying there in that hell-hole Dei 
gado-Chalbaud spent all his youth. There he watched 
perish, one by one a hundred and seventeen of his 
friends, carried off by torture, by poison, by hunger and 
by disease. There he lay from May 17,1913 to March 24, 
19~7, when at last he was set free on condition that he 
was to leave the country immediately. Today he lives in 
Paris and it is here that this man, so determined and 
courageous told us the story of his long, pitiful Calvary. 

People who have no first hand knowledge of the reinn 
of terror that has held Venezuela in an iron vice for so 
many years, and which still exists there, will find it 
difficult to believe' the incidents recorded in this volume. 
They seem incredible, but it is to make these crimes and 
a thousand similar and even worse ones known that this 
work has been written and published. 

Pocaierra, along with many others of those involved 
in what is known as the « Conspiracy of Delgado-Chal- 
baud », was fortunate enough to escape arrest, as his 
share in the plot was unknown to the authorities. Conse¬ 
quently he was able to remain in the country. While 
continuing, with characteristic energy, to earn his living 
by means of his pen and in commercial enterprises he 
remained faithful to his ideals and an irreconciliable 
enemy of the tyrannic rule of Gomez. The result was 
that, as he himself relates in the following pages, he too 
was finality imprisoned behind the bars of La Rotonde, 
the Bastille of Caracas. Liberated four years later he 
fled abroad and since then has lived in Canada where, 
thanks to his intelligence and ability, he has made a 
notable position for himself. There through the news¬ 
papers and through his books, he carries on his cam¬ 
paign, scattering throughout the Spanish-American 
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countries his fiery indictment of the tyranny which 
grinds his country beneath its wheels. 

Among Pocalerra’s political writings, wherein are 
pilloried in unforgelable prose the sins of the Gomez 
regime , the volumes entitled « The Memoirs of a Vene¬ 
zuelan in the days of the Decadence of the Republic » 
hold a prominent place. Three volume have already been 
published and two more are still to appear. It is extracts 
from this work which form the present book , issued in 
order that Anglo-Saxons may have an opportunity of 
knowing the true facts of what is going on in Venezuela. 

Meanwhile the government of Gomez has sought by 
means of an active propaganda , financed with gold which 
it draws from the national treasury , now become the 
private property of the despot , to create abroad the im¬ 
pression that Juan Vicente Gomez , thanks to his energy , 
public spirit and activity has brought about an era of 
Peace , prosperity and well being throughout the land 
over whose destinies he presides in a patriarchal fashion. 
According to the same publications Gomez is the un¬ 
questioned leader of his people who adore him for the 
benevolence of his character as well as for the public 
benefits which they enjoy thanks to his enlightened and 
beneficienl rule. As proof of the truth of their statements 
the officials chroniclers of the President’s activities point 
to the fad that for the last twenty years he has continued 
to hold practically dictatorial power over the admin is 
IraUco llkPe P Mic.Whala%U,ar m ^„ t ZL, 
According to such reasoning a crime that lasts long 
enough justifies itself and becomes an ad of virtue 

a li he r S ° nS ^ G ° meZ ,mS manaf J ed to maintain his 
Z 0 r‘r J ° re dlffereni f rom lhose which apologists 

Castro ,T Came lnt ° ° ffice f° llowin V ^ reign of 
course’ J° P ossesse d real military skill, had, in the 

broken the hen' Sllccessive and sanguinary uprisings, 

elhgerant and combative ardor of the nation. 
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Death, exile or prison had one by one eliminated those 
men of action who might have combated the rule of the 
executioner of the Venezuelan race. The bones of more 
than two thousand viciime are today scattered over the 
national roads and the private estates of Gomez who, 
reviving the traditions of ancient Rome drafts forcibly 
the children of the poor from the cities and country¬ 
sides to toil without pay on the famous lines of commu¬ 
nication which it is true he has built, but which are 
watered with the blood and tears of a nation of slaves. 
Twenty thousand Venezueleans, unwilling to accept the 
draconian rule of this twentieth century Nero, are eating 
the bitter bread of exile far from the land where they were 
born. For twenty years the population, oppressed by 
constant spoilaiions arid ruthlessly exploited by merci¬ 
less tax collectors, have been slowly dying of hunger and 
exhaustion. Famine stalks the land. Meanwhile the 
natural riches which the country possesses have been 
appropriated by Gomez and his partisans in whose 
hands they have become a means of corruption which com¬ 
pletes the work of national degradation. And, forming 
the final paragraph of the dreadful document that relates 
the downfall of a people we have the discovery of the oil 
fields. These under other circumstances would have been 
a great, limitless source of a national wealth. Today 
these wells, the abundance of whose output has placed 
Venezuela third among the oil producing countries of 
they world, form the most dangerous and most useful 
weapons which the tyrants wields because the wealth 
they bring in, and which should be spent for the benefit of 
the nation as a whole, he has appropriated to further his 
personal ends. 

A year ago, in 1927, it seemed as though the reign of 
terror which Gomez had inaugurated was about to 
decline. At that time the elections were drawing near 
which were to replace one puppet by anoihor at the head 
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of the nation’s executive department , or else purely and 
simply re-elect the despot and confer on him once again 
the title of President. Gomez selected this moment to 
free the prisoners confined for political offenses , who for 
periods of as much as sixteen years had been wasting 
away behind the bars of prisons into which they have 
been thrown without even the shadow of legal trial. Bui 
in Venezuela no one was deceived by this apparent act 
of clemency. For one thing people know the character of 
Gomez too well to be taking in by any such comedy and 
besides , everyone was sure that, although they might go 
about their business in apparent security , they were in 
fact if not in name the prisoners of the tyrant. Doubtless 

a J e . w ™ nlhs Gomez, usi n9 some of the methods 
which he had employed so often before, would revert to 

tjTJ l and ,? ven , Memi fy his repressive po- 
licy. And this is exactly what look place. F 

Using as pretext the recent mass meeting held bu the 

s/urfe/ifa of the University of Caracas, at which the 

Marseillaise was sung, as a sign of their revolt 

against the despot’s rule, a number of citizens were kit- 

The y a , v .° ey °f rapid-fire guns trained on the crowd 

Id aaa n7,h 9 T Zed ^ ^ ^ ihe <% pro 
test against the abominable butchery was broken ud in 

the same way. In this case the excuse put forward bu 

mcTlra° Uld have bem lau 9 hahle had it not resulted in 
such tragic consequences for it was nolhina less than 

!nt7an U r ^ ^ Slllde,lls was a 9 alh ^- 

conseauentZ 11611 ^ 11 da . n9erous 3 rou P of Bolchevists, 
saTbolZl C m T CC t0 , dvilized societ y- Needless to 
inexistnnt 'd ^ r < ' n f zue i a Q i the present lime is totally 

Gomez and 7 t* r^j ° conlinue so > unless hatred of 

embrace d t ‘T drWe the resl of the population to 

Zs a dd i0rm : jt p0liiical creed ihal Zms to pro- 
a riddance of such vermin. 

ow does it happen that during this long period of 
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agony ihe Venezuelans have not had recourse to ihal 
desperate remedy — political assassination ? Simply 
because they recognized that it would be necessary not 
merely to do away with a single individual but with a 
whole organized regime. In 1922 Gomez when he was 
re-elected president took pains to have his brother Juan 
made first vice-president and his son Jose Vicente 
second vice-president. The latter like all of Gomez 1 chil¬ 
dren is a bastard for the gules sinister is the only heral¬ 
dic emblem that such creatures are entitled to bear. 
Shortly afterwards the first vice-president was savagely 
assassinated while lying asleep in his bed-room, guar¬ 
ded by the bayonelles of the troops whose presence has 
converted the palace of Miraflores into an armed citadel. 
I lus family crime — for it is a notorious fact that the 
spirit of nepotism extends among the Gomez even as 
far as murder, secured for the nephew of dead man the 
position of first vice-president. 

To assassinate Gomez means he would be replaced by 
his son and, should the latter disappear, his place would 
be taken by other members of the tribe, who one and all 
consider the nation as their property. No, the killing of 
the tyrant would be fruitless and sterile. Gomez remains 
in power by the force of arms, depending for his support 
on an army whose rank and file is recruied from the 
lees of an illiterate population, while the officers are 
iccomplices and henchmen of the despot. Thus he and 
his dynasty must be overthrown by an armed revolution 
a national uprising. The tyrant must be dislodged while 
still alive in order ihal he may be brought to trial for his 
innumerable misdeeds. It is only Ihe almost insurmoun¬ 
table difficulty connecting with ihe obtaining of wea¬ 
pons that has prevented the people of Venezuela from 
accomplisning this revolution. The day that the masses 
can rise, arms in hand, ihe rule of the tyrant will be at 
an end , and Liberty , Justice , and Right 7 those ideals for 
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which the nation struggled in the past and for which a 
has never ceased to yearn, will once more rule the i and 
We will end this introduction by reproducing i Wq 
broadsides which were circulated at Caracas at the U me 
of the mass meetings of the students and which present 
their case in eloquent terms. 




THE STUDENTS OF THE 
UNIVERSITY OF VENEZUELA 
TO THEIR FELLOW STUDENTS 
THROUGHOUT AMERICA 


Sunday, the twelfth of this month, marked the em 
of the celebration of Students ’ Week celebrated by ih 
student members of the university of Venezuela. During 
this week several of our comrades delivered speeches ir 
which they demonstrated to the people of Venezuela th< 
ruin that the long tyranny from which we have sufferet 
had brought upon our nation. These speeches were deli 
vered in front of the statues of those heroes who consoli 
dated the independence of America. 

As a result of these demonstrations several of oui 
comrades were thrown into prison without any form o 

ofHiUhf ‘ n , m f at ‘ on °f ihe mosi elementary principle 1 

Jxi'slenL 7/ J d ShCe ' A 7 SOme Ume ihe des P ot whos1 

Americans 4 n *T™ 11 f to Venezuela but to al 

yZ % \ 7 Venezu eta was the cradle of freedom oi 

%tsZaai7lr f r linenl and boreVZoTpZ 

self-government L7 ^ T S P anish colonies to oblaii 
ihe city and nasi ih ^77 " larclled his troops Ihrougl 

had received TdenlnX sMi ” 

to massacre all memhv fjShlesl sign of disturbanc 

citizens who might lakl \h ' l& u . niversiil J body and al 
might take their part. It would indeed ha* 
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been a massacre since, we, like all the other inhabitants 
of Venezuela, are defenseless and without arms. 

In the face of such threats, uttered by the shameful 
despot we. the members of the university, will adopt the 
attitude ujhich it behoves us to take. Doubtless we will 
be offered up as willing victims to his bloodthirsty na¬ 
ture ul at least we hope our blood may arouse of indig¬ 
nation in the hearts of many Venezuelans who seem 
patiently to bear his yoke and we appeal to our fellow 
students, who share our ideals and aspirations, for 
their support and sumpaihy. We are convinced that no 
American will be deaf to our appeal. At the same time 
v:e request that this open letter be published in all the 
newspapers of America in the name of human dignity 
and honor. ^ 


Caracas February 14 1926. 

TO STUDENTS THROUGHOUT THE WORLD, 
TO THE WORKING CLASSES ! 

The latest events which have taken place is contem¬ 
porary history have proved that nations everywhere have 
common interests and that the ruin or prosperity of one 
will necessarily affect all other countries. 

Every day the necessity of a closer union between 
different countries and the unification of the efforts to 
outlaw war and to overcome despotism becomes clearer 
and clearer. 

The population of Venezuela, a nation which forms 
an integral part of free and hospital America , which 
offers a shelter and refuge to every member of the pro¬ 
letariate , is today a victim of a hideous assault upon 
ihe rights of man. 


XX 


editor’s foreword 


In connection with the Students'Week four » 0 , 
men dared to pronounce the words of Liberty and 
tice. A few hours later they were arrested, placed in chai^ 
and buried alive in the cells of the fortress of Puerto 
Cabello. 

The entire student body demanded the release of the 
prisoners. This was refused. Thereupon , acting with 
an admirable spirit of comradeship , the students , unar¬ 
med, proceeded to the prisons to share the sufferings of 
their fellows. 


At the present moment there are between four hundred 
and four hundred and twenty seven colleges and hiqh 
school students who are suffering the tortures of starva¬ 
tion in loathsome prison cells. Such an outrage has rous¬ 
ed the entire population of Venezuela to an indignant 
protest. u 

The Military School joined the movement Its 
members were arrested and tortured. The same 'thing 
happened to those of the Law School. The working clas¬ 
ses declared a general strike. The anticonslilutional 
government, which for the last twenty years has oppres¬ 
sed and coerced the nation, loosed on the city the con¬ 
victs and common-taw criminals, armed them, promise 
them booty and rewards, and with these forces 1 attacked 

the unarmed citizens. Hundreds of the latter have bem 
killed or wounded. een 

The defenceless nation can only stand by and watch 
helpelssly these crimes being committed. It longs des 
perately for arms with which to defend its rights and tl 

Students all over the world , intellectual <? i„h 
not let a nation perish ! Pity us , ’ f or ^ s d <- 

yoar governments to appoint committees ? nf i ' lp0re 
investigation. 0 • lnc l Lllr y and 


Oh Society of Nations, if you be someth; 

a myth, come to our rescue ! Send us a r'n ^ lnan 

vena us a commission who 
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onr complaints and testify to the truth of our 

ner icons, Pan- Americans, have done with 
:<c< cod windy speeches ! Protect this nation 
s.F ferine in the clutches of illiterate cui- 

dcnl Federation of Venezuela . 
rhdn emeu's Federation. 

nmitlee of the mothers and sisters of the 
uiims. 


FeVniary, 25, 









Memoirs of a 

Citizen of the Republic of Venezuela 
in the days of Her Decadence 


Let me not die without having emptied my quiver I 
Without having lanced, without having crushed under 
[foot, without having plunged in their own filth 
These executioners, who bespatter the laws with mud. 

Andr6 Chenier, Iambes. 

Since the days Roasas 1 and Gaspar Francia 2 , 
not forgotting the melancholy graduata 3 of Gua¬ 
temala, America has never witnessed such a scan¬ 
dalous episode as the recent history of Venezuela 
in which hypocrisy and dishonor have played their 
part. How long a martyrdom it has been for a land 
whose inhabitants were once champions of the cause 
of Freedom. Today, thanks to the criminal compli¬ 
city and indifference of their brother countries, 
those free-men have been tranformed into a mass 
of slaves and serfs, governed by the lash and the 
chain. Crushed beneath the weight of a bloody 
tyranny they now find themselves slipping ever 
lower towards their final doom, the annihilation 
of the last spark of their national consciousness 
and of pride of race. 


(1) The terrible dictator of the Argentine. 

(2) The ghastly tyrant of Paraguay. 

(3) The Dictator Estrada Cabrera. 
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Their redemption is not a task which 
arouse only their fellow-country, those y f , Sk ° ul| i 
lians, who, harried and exiled, have carrW] neZUs ' 
family idols and the traditions which form a f ,^ eit 
birth-right over-seas, who have sought asyluni !i! n ' s 
ver human liberty and the cause of justice r ‘ 
honored and respected. No, it behoves "the , We 
of all America, the young men of Cuba and onf' 1 ' 
guay, those from the Argentine and those f/ U ' 
Colombia to take action. It is for them to see to J 
that the gangrene does not spread. It is thev wtl 
must realize that the example set by Juan Vicente 
Gomez and his family, more rapacious and cruel 
even than their predecessors, must cease. For fi 
teen long years they have been immune, they have 
been recognized, flattered and honored by the 
representatives of civilized nations which "eniov 

S, 5',rr **r - h *" 

i..».s“ithep,vi"r p A l ™ tal ,l "P idil »' 

administration tiff / g being governed by an 
ture-chambers prison T tor- 

t0 maintain its authority 6 S, r” 11 d ° SeS ° f arsenic 
a public danger not on^'v^ 0 * 1 - Feglme constitutes 
tims but for all time l ^° r Us unfortunate vic- 

t Do you ms ?t COmei \ CM wilh 
tnes governed by so-pqIi °i y ° U who llve m coun “ 
menace such a state of fn ,eC s ^ esrnen realize the 
Take the case of R , - ngS means to you ? 
r** »1 ?! P«r„, cl certain c 

dest C0,mpare(i wi th Veney? i ^ a ^ ura ^y they cannot 

still bleoH ^ a v °luft le fll ! tileir records mate- 
c °nntry yf fr01 ^ the entr -f’ wllich 1 have torn 
that ever y crime tw 8 ° f unfortunate 

upunishej s ucceeds, every crime 

lout our continent 



GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 3 

fosters a common poison plant that spreads its 
shadow over the whole land. To right these wrongs 
wherever they exist, to destroy that root, such 
should be the task of all American youths. They 
should be inspired to do this by a sense of what 
they owe to the spirit of their race. And in doing 
so they will at the same time be acting in self-de¬ 
fense. 

It is evident that it is neither mad profiteers nor 
belligerent barbarians who can prepare the proper 
future for those Spanish speaking peoples who 
inhabit the Southern hemisphere. The hope of 
our world lies in the hands of our young men. Only 
through them can we emerge into the light. Only 
they have the power to save us, to redeem the 
nations whose sons they are. 

But let them be on their guard. The foe is power¬ 
ful. He recognizes your strength. That is why he 
seeks to undermine it. To win you with facile favors 
rather than engage in a brutal struggle which would 
be more in accordance with his natural instincts. 
At times when you take up arms in open rebellion 
he throws off the mask. Remember the shootings 
at La Palma 1 and how poison was used at La Ro- 
tonde 2 . Do not forget how the mercenaries charged 
at Lima 3 , the wholesale banishments, the cold¬ 
blooded executions on the heights of Cajamarca 4 5 
and how those who fought in the cause of Liberty 
were knived in the back on the plains of Casanare A 
In your ranks the working-man will take his 
place beside the student. Their union will be indivi- 


(1) Gomez* country estate. 

(2) The gloomy prison for political prisoners at Caracas. 

(3) The capital of Peru. 

(4) A city in Peru. 

(5) A district of Colombia. 
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sible for their ideals are the same. The student j s 
not a member of the so-called « intelligence » 
he does not belong to those parasites clinging t 0 ’ 
the protective shell of the powers that be. His mis- 
sion is a nobler one. In his hands he bears the torch 
that lights the path of civic honor. In the union of 
the student and the working-man we have an irre¬ 
sistible force that overthrows and pulverises all 
obstacles that impeed its progress. This is as true 
in my country as it is elsewhere. So too one finds 
in Venezuela the corrupt administration seeking 
to disintegrate the Holy Alliance. But all it can do 
is win over the weaker brethren, attract those who, 
in order to satisfy natural appetites or personal 
ambitions, become the enemies of their former com¬ 
rades-in-arms. It is with such converts that the 
iron-handed dictators seek to pass themselves off 
as friends of progress, order and normalcy. 

tyrant itTV l !r e Who smooth the path of the 
is Ilwa’v! th m th « establisment of sinister despots 

het not . r,o me - ? 6y Sing the Siren ’ s son 8- Heed 
t it • P° you ’“ew w hat it will cost you to 

r 10 **1; lh * *»* “I»" « 

designs your ^ uslasm exploited to serve base 
where they hatch th Fe ? r ? S ® 0lled in the brothels 

enslave the freemen of P \ tS ^ ° h they seek to 
is it to dance for am menca - What consolation 
hlic applause if one m the . sun ~hght of pu- 

°1 slavery. The vain » °V ^ ay ^ 0r ky a hfe-time 
obtain under tv ° SUck sa tisfactions as one 
that of a bank-note^ Clrcumstances is less than 

“ her self in order tn°t Sed 1° a P rostitute who 
lave listened to the ^ Ve krea d. I know it for 

0 the t» P , who a ;Tdfl slons , of those wh0 fel1 

lowed themselves to be duped. 
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So often have I heard their lamentable stories that 
niy disgust has been changed to a bitter, poignant 


pity. 


But violence in itself offers no relief. Salvation 


cannot be won by obeying the spirit of destruction. 
i^either the torch that fires cities, nor the rope stretch¬ 
ed from a lamp-post will serve our purpose. These 
means are those which sillv fools ^ 
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to make any concessions to the enemy, to reco^j 
any truce merely be cause he happens to be the otfo! 
side of the frontier. My foes are not the Gomez o< 
Venezuela but all the Gomez of Spanish and nativ- 
America. 

If I had looked for the support or the encourage 
ment of my compatriots I should long ago given up 
the fight. The majority of them display all the cha. 
racteristics of a decadent race. They are afflicted 
with a spirit of petty intrigue, they are inclined to 
be lazy, they lack will-power and suffer, on the other 
hand, from an exagerated fondness for sterile dis¬ 
cussion and a romantic affection for action whicl 
finds expression in words rather than in deeds. 
If they only knew how disappointed I had been as I 
watched then strut about in the lime-light, waving 
shabby togas and mouthing heroic phrases with 
lips stdl stained by servile slobbering at the feet 
of those m power. 

It is not to them that I address myself but to vou 
youths of twenty, force of the fut/re source of J 
virtues and all hopes, you who can purify and redeem 

T G ° d Whcn the ™ter of these pa"^ 

■ hall have become a handful of dust beneath the sod 
of some foreign land may these pav,., d 

lesson. May they still live in your menio'rv 
order call down anathema unon iL y ’ 0t m 
culprits or their accomSic^ fo theT^''" ° f ^ 
ong before have been forgotten but " M 
that a generation of men who m l- as evi( ^ ence 
against tyranny deserve their fat ^ n ° P rotes * 
death, the triumph of evd and that ^ 

«atttteto W rJ! Ch enShf0UdS tW6nty ^ “f our 

Y# , dose Rafael Pocaterr* 

Montreal, Canada, 1916. RA ’ 
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AUTHOR’S PREFAGEj 

TO THE SPANISH EDITION 


- I spent long years in exile before completing this 
book. Today its publication has become not only 
necessary but imperative. Therefore I break my 
silence. If I have not done so before, if I allowed much 
time to elapse since the day when I left my prison 
cell, it is because I wished to let the molten mass 
of my memories of what I had witnessed cool, to 
pour them deliberately into a measured mold, undis¬ 
turbed by any too violent agitation. 

Those who expect to find in this volume violent 
personal attacks or the ranting of a political demago¬ 
gue will be disappointed. Those who expect that it 
will prove a conventional whitewashing of the 
actions of those in power may likewise leave it unread. 
I address my remarks neither to partisans nor to 
cold-blooded, cynical by-standers. 

What I am writing is History. My cause is that 
of Justice. I plead in the name of liberty. What 
poor lawyer I would prove if I falsfified the former, 
fried to mislead Justice and attempted to make 
Liberty serve my personal ends... Thus it is quite 
likely that I will speak less severely of those beings 
who are the vilest of all, than of shortcomings of 
Lose whose actions have left me entirely cold, or 
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those others who, in spite of all that I 

place, I still admire and, sometimes, even loy^ 
task I have undertaken is a form of expiation 
that I must bear witness to the extent to ^ H j 
have been betrayed. That task weighs heavily ^ 
me, heavier even than the ball and chain of the o- j 
victed criminal, for in this collapse of all humj 
ideals which I am about to record the guilty and ^ I 
accused are welded into one chain whose links & 
inseparable. 

Much of what I am about to relate I saw with ^ 
own eyes, I took part in many of the episodes I an 
writing about. My accounts of the rest are base; 
on painstaking investigations carried out over a' 
period of seventeen years and rigorously checked 
and controlled. They possess the weight and value 
of testimony uttered by reliable, first-hand wit¬ 
nesses some of whom speak with the awful majesty 
of those whose message comes to us from beyond 
the grave. 

It is these voices that have echoed commandingly 
in my heart, that have never ceased to urge me oil, 
that have never been silenced by the hundred and 
one disturbances which assail every exile. I have 
fixed their message here as a permanent record for 
all eternity. Like the needle which vibrates as it 
glides over the wax disk so my pen has traced the 
spirals which form this record, this record from 
which rises, beating insistently upon indifferent or 
hostile ears, a cry of anguish, a cry in the darkness, 
a cry that is the voice of my lost youth. 

I am the last survivor of a generation that has 
been wiped out. My words are addressed to those 
who come after me. It is for them I have labored, 
that I have suffered, in order that by my labor, by 
my suffering they may become free, that they may 
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go forward along the path of Freedom with clean 
hands and with the star of Hope on their brows. 

In performing my task I have obeyed the voice of 
the dead, 

I write these lines on a night in May thousands of 
miles away from my native land, far from the plots 
of those who wish me ill, even from the loving care 
of those who are dear to me and from whom space 
and time, and in some cases death, have separated 
me. Here in this Northern clime I sit alone by my 
lamp while without the rain beats on the pane as 
the final blast of winter’s storms batter against 
the frail barrier. It is amid such surroundings that 
I write the last lines of my book where are mirror¬ 
ed from day to day, from hour to hour, the recollec¬ 
tions of a citizen of Venezuela in the days of her 
decadence. As I look at the pages of my manuscript 
I realize that I have carried out the instructions I 
received, that the orders of the dead have been obeyed 

The hour which I long looked forward to is at 
last at hand. At last I have attained that summit 
towards which I toiled so long. At last I have ful¬ 
filled the oath I swore on the bloody corpses of the 
despot’s victims. 

I look back along the path I have travelled. With¬ 
out hate, without favor, without prejudice, as I 
have accomplished my other daily tasks, so I read 
what I have written. I regret nothing. I have built 
my edifice up patiently, phrase by phrase, letter 
by letter. The foundations are solid, for they stand 
on those unshakable cornerstones, sincerity, self- 
abnegation, justice and independence, 
r These lines were not written to touch the hearts 
of brute breasts nor to arouse the sympathies of 
hardened criminals. I know only too well « the ten¬ 
derness of the panther or the magnanimity of the 
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grizzly. » Nor will I attempt to argue with that 
band of wretched individuals who support the rui e 
of despots. I know by heart in advance what arg u , 
ments they will use, these cynical rascals who ex¬ 
tract bits of outworn dogma from libraries, as they 
would pull out worms from rotten wood ; the dead- 
wood of forgotten philosophies. Do they use these 
means to strengthen their cause ? Not a bit of it, 
only as something by which they may keep themsel¬ 
ves from starving. For those who serve rapacious 
monsters must eat also. Only they are inclined to 
forget that it is they who will be devoured in the 
long run. 

No one will ever know what is cost me to pursue 
my task, to give up all those things that made life 
pleasant, to abandon the pursuit of knowledge, 
communion with nature, the joys that art has to 
offer, the riches of literature and to transform my¬ 
self into an inquisitor, a policeman, yes even a ghoul¬ 
ish body-snatcher and a student of medecine in its 
egal aspect. But all this was necessary. My fate 
demanded that I should appear and plead my cause 
before a Judge, from whom sentence there is no 
appeal. That Judge who has his seat in the human 
soul, whose code of laws is that of the Truth, whose 
verdict is uttered in these pages. 

Who invested this judge with his awful power ? 

It was not I, it was not any human being, he re¬ 
ceived his mandate from God Himself. 

And it w r as He too who delivered me time after 
time from the lurking assasin, who saved me from 
madness, from death, from riun. It was he who saved 
me from hunger, from poison, from the horrors 
oq l 6 R r ! son , ce ^ an d the torturing chains of the 
teh ti p ^ this ? In order that I should 

e truth, that I should write this book. 
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Thus it has come about that the commands of 
the Dead have deen fulfilled. 

I can imagine how such solemn utterance will 
arouse the mirth of the silly, mocking writers of 
our decadent days. Let them laugh. I will give them 
much cause for merriment. If they read on to the 

end it is probable they will laugh themselves to 
death. 

Our times are very clever. Every one is witty. 
The streets are full of half-baked disciples of Taine, 
of pseudo-Bergsons, parlor-positivists. All about 
us we see a carnival of cynical pleasure. Literature 
and art e bow sensational sport for the head-lines 
or the yellow journal, the woman’s page flourishes 
m every printed sheet and grave events are pushed 
aside to make room for social inanities. 

Our generation has been suckled on eau de Cologne , 
bread has become less necessary than poudre de riz! 
Philosophers perfume their theories as they would 
a courtisan. Literature has become a prostitute 
selling herself to the first comer, a matter of artifice 
and clap-trap whose purpose is to weaken the spirit 
of honor and morality, to banish patriotism. Authors 
stifle what disgust they feel and mouth windy no¬ 
things which they trick out with smiles and grimaces. 
In Venezuela, and in all other countries where no 
distinct local culture exists and where educational 
opportunities are limited, the so-called upper classes, 
which include the petty politicians, shop-keepers, 
scholars who commercialice their book-learning, 
journalistic dumb-bells, and timid social fops are 
°ne and all convinced that « things are the same 
everywhere », that « fine words butter parsnips » and 
that « the world is my oyster. » 

Of course one finds such people elsewhere. But in 
more fortunate climes they are less pretentious, they 
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know when to keep their mouth shut, or if they 0 p en 
it only emit harmless platitudes such as form the 
essence of what is known as social small-talk or 
formulate such choice bits of wisdom as did the 
Homais of Flaubert. They « harm their country’s 
cause abroad ». But not for a moment do they icalizo 
what the words « my country » means, and as for 
« abroad » have they ever heard a foreigner pass 
judgement on them ? 

The elements which govern this section of public 
opinion are of various kinds. The fear of prison plays 
its part, so does the terror of being sent into exile, 
and then one has positive factors such a real fond¬ 
ness for slavery, laziness, a desire to find a hiding 
place for moral turpitude. What else do we find here ? 
Many unsavory things. The pages of corrupt news¬ 
papers, both domestic and foreign, filled with prin¬ 
ted platitudes at so much per line, roads built with 
the blood and sweat of long-suffering convict labo¬ 
rers sentenced for political offenses, a deliberate 
effort to encourage spying, bribing and perjury in 
order to secure advancement in public service, sta¬ 
tues that are offense to the world’s great and good 
men, the anniversaries of battles won by heroes and 
patriots celebrated by these yapping euauchs who 
prate about the « glorious past » which they exploit. 
How appaling is the sight which meets our eyes on 
every side. See the banking system run by swindlers 
and thieves, the business situation according to 
statistics is in desperate straits, but according to 
newspaper reports it is prosperous and flourishing; 
agiicu ture i :i carried on under medieaval con- 
ditions the landowners liable to be dispossed or ini' 
fnsoned while the laborers are little better than 

exnlnli ver ywhere is corruption, everywhere the 

P ation of the masses by the few. All branches 
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of national activity, the fishing industry the pearl 
fisheries on the West coast, the shipping fleet, the 
salt marshes, the meat industry, even the most simple 
tilings such as the production of potatoes, eggs, 
colice and cheese, the very virginity of the peasant 
children, all this is suckd up by the monstrous ten¬ 
ia ch^s of that gigantic octopus which battens on the 
life-blood of the Republic. 

Such forms of legal government as survive have 
become a complete farce. At the annual meetings 
oi a body which calls itself the national Congress 
laws are passed that happen to suit the desires or 
demands of the capitalists, the only persons having 
any real authority. It is they who determine under 
what conditions the concessions of the deposits of 
hydro-carbures are to take place, how the question 
of ownership of uncultivated land shall be settled 
an: determine the merits or demerits of certain laws. 
All these matters are changed or modified in accor¬ 
dance with the whims of the moment, they have 
fallen into the hands of speculators. 

Those who carry out the orders of their masters 
are to be pitied as well as despised. They sell what 
they have, their intelligence such as it is, their energy, 
their knowledge, to a band of rapacious savages 
for a mess of potage. The slightest weakness on 
their part is pitilessly punished. What can be said 
of those who dominate them ? That they too obey 
their instincts, instincts of insatiable thirst for 
power which will, perhaps, in time become a useful 
factor in bringing about material prosperity for 
the country which at present they are only anxious 
to bleed to satisfy their own selfish ends. Be that 
as it may to-day they constitute a menace to society 
and as such deserve whatever punishment may be 
meted out to them. And it is they themselves who, 
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unconsciously, are forging the instruments by which 
they shall perish. The corruption which they have 
introduced into the body of the nation, it is they who 
are the first to suffer from its gangrene. The ease 
with which they attain their ends robs them of the 
vitality which alone makes life worth living for 
them. Enveloped in the poisonous emanations of the 
city these highway robbers will feel their strength 
seeping away little by little and become at length 
the abject victims of the state of things which they 
have brought about. 

Whenever savages come into contact with a deca¬ 
dent form of civilization it is they that are decima¬ 
ted, not assimilated, by it. The savage’s loin-cloth 
is apparent beneath the careful cut trousers of the 
dandy, the hand that seeks to manipulate the gat- 
ling gun has the gestures of the wild-man wielding 
a scalping knife. 

The attempts of primitive beings to adapt them¬ 
selves to an even vaguely civilized state of society 
results in incidents which are at times tragic at times 
burlesquely comic. This is what occurs in my coun¬ 
try where one feels as though one was watching a 
mad farce. 

The cast includes a stupid tyrant, some hangers-on 
at his court, who dip their fingers into the honey-pot 
of honors and easily made fortune and preside at 
banquets at which the fly specked cloth is covered 
with laded wreaths. Beside the hangers-on figure 
some quack doctors armed with those professionnal 
tools which they carry in Moliere’s comedies and a 
swarm of professional or amateur filles de joie. 
Several clowns also have prominent parts and a 
half a dozen pcirliquinos 1 . In addition one has a 


(1) A singer who plays very minor parts. 
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crowd of soldiers and peasants who gesticulate but 
do not speak. The time of the play is 1899-1920 the 
setting Venezuela. The play itself is divided into’two 
distinct parts. The first act is melodramatic, violent 
and extravagant, the second is played in a minor 
ey and has an artificial, cynical and hypocritical 
character. Scenes follow each other in rapid succes¬ 
sion. Some are grave and tragic, others madly far- 
cial, a few serious and beautiful. The evolution of 
certain personages is extraordinary, they reach a 
degree of self-degradation that is extraordinary. 
They walk on their heads, sticking out their bellies, 

and m such an attitude one cannot tell where thev 
will finally end up. * 

Everyone talks of« my country »,« other countries)). 
Do you know what these words mean ? « My country » 
is a land which one cannot mention without feeling 
awkward in the presence of educated people belong¬ 
ing to civilized nations. You claim that one man does 
not make a nation but, you yourselves have declared 
that to you your country and a single man form an 
indivisible, all important unit. 

And how about those « other countries »? The 
nations in which the governmenta nd official news¬ 
papers are so much interested ? You do not unders¬ 
tand them and they and their representatives des¬ 
pise you. What type of envoys do they send you ? 
M. Bowden with his parlor diplomacy, MacGood- 
win and his « business deals », France with its talk of 
Jeanne d’Arc and its servile minister, Spain with 
its alleged member of the house of Bourbon who was 
noted as a tight-rope dancer ? Even from the neigh¬ 
boring colony of Curacauo the only person who 
paid you an official call is a governor compromised 
in fradulous speculation and who was never sober 
as long as he was in Venezuela. Such are the persons 
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from whom Gomez and his assistants have received 
honors and visits. In honor of such people costly 
official receptions were held, receptions for which 
the four « official representatives of the adminis¬ 
tration » ordered elaborate new uniforms in order 
to try and look like gentlemen, while the leas of the 
foreign colonies caroused and fraternized with drunk¬ 
en mulattos in the midst of triumphal arches made 
out of plaster to the blare of brass bands all playing 
discordantly. 

What people most notice in the conduct of a 
nation or in that of an individual are those actions 
which are really distinguisned or those which are 
very ridiculous. In the latter case interest is allied 
to cupidity since it is by taking advantage of the 
follies committed that the onlookers may profit 
the most. When I consider the effect produced 
abroad by Gomez opening an office in Washington 
having as its director a crafty Indian, named de 
Goro \ who did not know how to behave at table, 
I almost admire the methods of Cipriano Castro 
who literaly kicked his ministers downstairs one day 
at La Guaira when they had displeased him. 

We find an echo of the way in which foreigners 
look at Venezuela in the speech delivered by Elihu 
Root before the Constitutional Convention on July 
30, 191o, when he declared satirically «I have been in 
public life for the past forty years. During that time 
the government of the State of New York has been 

as representative of public opinion as that of Vene¬ 
zuela. » 

hrom the four points of the compass echoes the 
same question. « Are there no real men in Venezuela ? 
o you produce only beings like Castro and Gomez. * 
ouch a question fills us with rage, shame and grief 
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but for twenty-five years we have not been able to 
answer it categorically. 

The only reply that has been made was that utter¬ 
ed^ by Congress meeting in special session on June 2, 
1921, at Carabova and declaring << Juan Vicente Go¬ 
mez is the man necessary to us now and in the future » 
and going on to announce that the existence of the 
nation was practically synonimous with the preser¬ 
vation of that individual. So one can foresee already 
the day, not so very far off, when my poor Vene¬ 
zuela will perish, victim like its ruler of a congestion 
of the bladder. 

When that day comes the cries which will he heard 
will not be the noble accents of a Greek chorus but 
the clamor of a mob of paid mourners baying at the 
moon. 

What arms have we to combat this wave of mud, 
this rising tide of infamy that swallows up in its 
filthy depths the last vestiges of national honor 
or self-respect ? What forms the Opposition ? But 
is there any true Opposition where no one will un¬ 
dertake to combat existing evils seriously or effica- 
siously. 

The men towards whom one may look to head 
such an opposition are in exile, or behind prison bars, 
or wandering about in the wilderness from one place 
to another. Some of them are sincere, some have 
adopted this attitude of opposition because they 
despise the tyrant, and some few because they seek 
thereby to redeem past errors. Among them are cer¬ 
tain impulsive young men full of enthusiasm and 
energy but without any clearly defined program 
to guide their steps through the jungle growth of 
intrigue and subtle negotiations. There are also 
lawyers, grown old in the dusty atmosphere ol the 
courts or legislative lobbies, seeking some political! 
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who will take them under his protection. Occasio 
nally one finds some sharp fanged shark, a unprin c ' 
pled demagogue followed by a group of satellites 
who hunt in troubled waters, or a creature that re* 
sembles an octipus stretching out tentacles in all 
directions. Such beings frequently possess by nature 
or instinct a morality which, like the imitative colo¬ 
ring of animals, allows them to take on the colors 
of their surroundings and resemble those around 
them as long as such an attitude proves useful. Or 
again we have men like those fishes who when attack¬ 
ed hide behind a cloud of inky matter, only i n 
their case the ink comes off of well subsidized prin¬ 
ting presses. 

Is it suprising that in view of the varied but uni¬ 
formly unprepossesing character of these various 
self-styled champions of liberty the people of Vene¬ 
zuela should adopt an attitude of suspicion and dis¬ 
trust, a combination which tends to paralize activity 
of every kind ? J 


The ordinary citizen shrugs his shoulders, some 
whose profession is the well paid one of secret agent, 
whisper together. Do the whispers mean sympathy ? 
r»ot at all. It is merely a question of finding out who 
is backing the new comer or getting up a campaign 

111 P ubllc option a man who does not 
share «their political ideas ». For amazing as it would 

seem such men have political ideas, colored of course 

thT f th ma ?7 who P®y s the best. Invariably 

Wic who?T IV d i efeat6d 9nd in the end it is the pu 

and are lest A^ ^ have been betrayed 
and are less and less anxious to furnish a neseta a 

m O„ 0r n r t° the next * hberatorT P ’ 

up oft he el! Cha ? C f nSt T of an Opposition made 
love for mi hi Fif 11 S f'!'” ( * shove is an inordinate 
L a as te tor proclamations, for pro- 
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tests and counter-protests. At times there rises from 
the stagnant depths some man really sincerely dis¬ 
gusted with what he sees about him. But he does not 
last long and afterwards the atmosphere becomes 
still heavier and more unbreathable. Meanwhile 
the various sections of the Opposition hate each other 
as much as they do their common enemy. 

How can one expect that in the face of such condi¬ 
tions it would be possible to inspire the least sym¬ 
pathy abroad, to obtain a volunteer or to raise a dollar 
as a campaign fund when it is self-evident that it 
would be spend to satisfy some private ambition 
instead of for the public good. The groups live only 
to combat one another, to palaber eternally over 
points of doctrine and theory like the priests of deca¬ 
dent Byzantium, who sacrified the authority of the 
episcopal see for the sake of settling quarrels bet¬ 
ween half-mad deacons or hysterical monks. What 
sensible person can be expected to respect a group 
of reformers who lack alike any logical program or 
clearly defined policy ? 

I have attended many meetings held to discuss 
questions of public importance and have read innu¬ 
merable pamphlets discussing such matters. Some 
of the pamphlets were sincere, others written merely 
to confuse and divide public opinion. In principle 
the reformers seemed to be of one mind. A program 
was mapped out, some attended the meetings, others 
wrote letters, invitations were sent out to possible 
sympathizers. And then it would all fall to pieces. 
Only a few members of the committee would attend 
the meetings, others asked to be excused and among 
the sympathizers we would be told « I cannot join 
the movement because I always keep out of politics », 
or there would be complaints because they had not 
keen invited to become members of the committee. 
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In one instance I remembered being attacked at, 
a meeting by a man who wanted to know how f 
dare think he would take part in such an enterprise 
Repeated defeats affected my health. My depar¬ 
ture for New York prevented my being able to keep 
on l he fight against our elusive but powerful foe 
As I listened to my comrades ranting and raving 
it seemed to me as though they were voices mutter¬ 
ing mad sentences in a dream, as though all that 
was going on round me was taking place in some 
Fourth Dimension of space and time. Some of mv 
companions were men of noble aspirations and fine 
ideals but associated with them were others of doubt¬ 
ful reputation and antecedents, beings whose onlv 
motive for their actions was base, personal ambition 
and who seemed to take advantage of the dim 
twilight-hour at which we met to further strange, 
personal, morbid plans of their own. 

lo sum up the whole matter I consider that as 
long as the absolutist regime in Venezuela will have 
as Opposition only this feeble, farcial movement 
animated by a spirit of grotesque revolt and vain 
self-esteem our only hope will be the gradual wearing 
out of the dictator by his personal excesses and by 

the uric acid which is gradually seeping into every 
vein of his body. 

We have seen an Opposition drunk on words and 
phrases. It is natural that it should be so. The symp¬ 
toms oi the decadent period are bound to make 
their appearance throughout a nation when blind 
nm Ce i and , lnhere . nt f ee bleness on tne part of the 

sal pin laS (t dCCd * n bands of one man and his 
atelhtes, those three all powerful elements of do¬ 
mination power, gold, and whips. 

triunvrfvi ^ nepotism of Gomez, representing the 
1 oi brute force, is logical. We have too the 
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fact that the upper classes of the nation, with a few 
rare exemptions, are directly or indirectly interested 
in the continuance of the existing regime. More dan¬ 
gerous than the absurd doctrines preached by the 
professors who are paid by the government to jus¬ 
tify its actions, more dangerous than the venal pro¬ 
paganda carried on by hired mercenaries in di¬ 
plomatic, journalistic and military circles, are the 
financial elements involved in the concession of 
hydrocarbons. Here we have a vast potential source 
of national wealth but one which, in view of into 
whose hands it has fallen, has become a national 
catastrophe. 

Little does it matter to the Venezuelans who are 
not professional politicians but who pride themselves 
on having business interests at stake what govern¬ 
ment is theoretically in office. All they care about 
is that favorable laws shall be drawn up and passed 
by a docile cabinet and that they may be able to 
form profitable connections with one of the men who 
controls financial operations on a large scale. 

The whispered complaints that come from the pro¬ 
vinces, the protests from overseas are received with 
sarcasm, disdain or insults. It is easy enough to st ifle 
our conscience by accusing others of cowardice, 
incompetence and avariciousness in order to excuse 
the criminal negligeance which we are displaying. 
Such are the methods employed bythose at home and 
abroad who eagerly devour the scraps or tit-bits, 
as the case may be ,that fall from the banquet table 
where is being held that Belshazzar’s feast that has 
now been going on for twenty-five years. 

I know my country inside and out. I have lived in 
almost every part of it. I have become acquainted 
Wi th members of practically every class of society 
for I have studied them attentively for many, many 
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years. I understand them and I know the cou r 
evolution through which every Venezuelan n-v °* 
and that takes him now into the church, now 
the brothel, into the laboratory, or into the penil^ 0 
tiary. In drawings rooms and military barracks^' 
saloons and schools I have studied my compatriots 111 

The total of all these observations has been the d' 

covery of this hidious fact : this quarter of a centa*' 
of absolute barbarism is the natural outcome It 
our short political existence. 01 

Venezuela today is going through that valley of the 

shadow through which all other similar countries 
have passed. It is unbelievable that this will conti 
nue indefinitely. Yet an abnormal condition that lasts 
long enough comes to be normal. So long has this 
state of moral anarchy lasted that the Venezuelans 
have begun to look on it as natural, as logical. Thev 
have reached a point where they find excuses for 
their criminal conduct, criminal in that it has made 
them moral accomplices of the bloody tyrant who 
rules over them, criminal in its venality, criminal 

in th mdlflerenc ®' In ord er to justify themselves 

cacti , u° W f 1 7f ^7 accuse one another and blame 

t hcv thef n° r lu® defeats and humiliations for which 
they are all alike responsible. 

crimes wonTT^^ Were Covered, the same 
crimes would be committed, the same re- 

pressions would take place a’s tLeThwLcl 

on theTerv t * Shame ot America .written 
measures • L POt wh ?. re 1 witnessed them. These 
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of the individual. Gomez is simply an exteriori- 
sation of this disease but an exteriorisation which 
takes the form of a gigantic maleficient abscess. 
That abcess is one which drains the vital. forces 
of the nation. Little by little the whole body politic 
and social has become infected, the brain, the muscles 
the heart all cease to* function. 

This is indeed a self-evident truth. All Venezue¬ 
lans are revolutionists. At any rate they declare 
themselves hostile to the goverment now in office. 
But they only say this privately. Even here, on this 
side of the Atlantic, there are people who avoid us 
as they would lepers because we are outspoken and 
because, as a result, our fellow-countrymen look 
on us with suspicion. Others more intelligent adopt 
a sceptical attitude. They would like to see a revo¬ 
lution fake place but in order to assist in bringing 
if about they insist it must be headed by « other 
leaders », must adopt « other policies ». Ah if only 
they could find such leaders, such policies, how en¬ 
thusiastic they would be ! 

If one adopts this point of view there would never 
be a revolution anywhere for such leaders such 
policies as they demand do not exist. Only a hand¬ 
ful remain. They are usually simple-minded souls 
who have never fought for or against anybody, 
or else they are gentlemen adventurers in the field 
of international politics or commerce. 

A sign of the times is the special vocabulary that 
has come to be used at Caracas. Its terms are those 
employed in the brothel and the barrack-yard. It 
reminds one of slang invented by escaped convicts, 
jhul is « the cottage », prison « the big house », the ci- 
adel «the palace ». If you protest against the autho- 
^ les you are liable « to have your toes stepped on » 
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At intervals a new band of « reformers » 
it appearance. It possesses new subsidies, new f| n ^ 
new catch- words, new methods. Tin iesult is aw$yg ; 
the same. The movement was only intended to « sell % 
as though they were a brand of cigarettes or toilet 
paper, some notoriety seeking climber whose ridj, 
culous pretentions will simply still further confu^ 
public opinion and discourage serious minded people, ! 
Few indeed of my fellow citizens will accept the long, 
slow, obscure drudgery by which alone a revolution 
can at last bear fruit. The news of each of fht V 
new ventures is received with shouts of laugter at 


Caracas. 

And meanwhille... meanwhile hundreds of brave, 
resolute men lie rotting in filthy prison cells. Meanw¬ 
hile we are once more showing the world the spec¬ 
tacle of our weakness and impotence. 

Meanwhile among the masse-, hope turns first 
to anger, then to indifferrence. So many seif appoin¬ 
ted redeemers have appeared and redemption i? 
still so far off. Some fine day Gomez will die or be 
assassinated. Another Gomez will take his place. 
Perhaps it will be the murderer of the Tachira or 
that big fool of Caracas. And we... we may come home 
What else is there for us to do ? What are we doir- 
abroad except fight among ourselves and weakenii £ 
oui cause by continuous and futile quarrels ? 

To oppose Gomez, who is real, who exists, one mud 
have something equally real, not merely illusions 

and di earns, or, worse still, lies born of selfish person^ 
ambitions. 

Thus we find ourselves face to face with the folio*' 

rm!i| S1 t tUaUOn ' AI1 factors at home and abroad 
lli,. ^ ,\ ■ l ^ aJns *' a lasting revolution. In Venezuela 

of ffovn StS wo . u ‘ d , like Co see a change in the l° rl " 
government take place. But in Venezuela on* 
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is not allowed to have a gun, a revolver or even a 
cartridge in one’s possession. The law prohibiting 
the carrying of firearms has given Gomez the en¬ 
viable position of having back of him six thousand 
armed men, all the national wealth, the moral, 
social commercial support of the upper classes who- 
are either resigned or enslaved to his cause by the 
prospect of material wealth and prosperity, at the 
expense of the rest of the community. Opposed to 
him are silent, passive folk, a people that dares 
not call its soub its own, and through which flit 
police spies bringing every now and then the fatally 
true tidings. 

« They are doing nothing. They can do nothing. 
They spend their times quarrelling and writing 
pamphlets... » 

If Gomez were intelligent, if he were a real sta¬ 
tesman, we would see the ranks of the opposition 
growing thinner day by day. 

On the other hand, and this I have written in 
Venezuela itself, a generation is growing up which 
should make its presence felt, which should become 
conscious of its responsibilities, of the part it may be 
called upon to play. But it should assume those 
responsibilities simply, without striking attitudes 
or delivering empty speeches. It should step for¬ 
ward strong in its youth and confident of the righ- 
tiousness of its cause. In short I say again one must 
set up in opposition to Gomez who symbolizes 
so many evil things an equally real and living sym- 
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Tho uocorul coup d’6tat. — A little war before the Great War. 

A n<‘.w series of crimes. — The executioner of Guanta. 
Hack at J.a Hotonde. • - The so-called revolution of Guayana 
■ - The assassination of Ducharne. — Making the succession 
sure. A letter of Loopolda Baptista-Two Gomez and one 
crime. - - - 'I he fall of the intelligence. — Marquez Bustillos 
« our one link with civilisation ». — The outbreak of the 
war in Europe. — Gomez the pro-german. — Fate inter¬ 
venes. — The final remedy : a conspiracy. 


The « legal » advisors of Gomez who wished to 
bring about a second Coup d’Elai tried to persuade 
him that the scandalous and brutal violation of the 
decree of July 1913 formed a means of assuring the 
succession for his dynasty... This action suspended 
constitutional guaranties throughout Venezuela « on 
account of existing hostilities » —• hostilities which 
were purely imaginary. But Gomez’ instinct was 
keener than, that of his advisors and he resolved to 
take advantage of the opportunities such a situa¬ 
tion offered. First it was, however, necessary to make 
the hostilities seem a little more genuine. 

In order to do this he exaggerated the importance 
of certain petty disturbances that were occuring 
in the provinces of Guyana, on the frontiers of La 
Tachira and to the east of Caracas. Disturbances 
which, as a matter of fact, he did his best to fer¬ 
ment. He himself was the only real rebel since he 
was encamped at Macacay in open defiance of the 
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Constitution. It was thus that he managed to carry 
on those intrigues which, nine months later, resulted 
in the Congress of the Plenipotentiaries which nomi¬ 
nated and elected the following executives, Victorio 
Marquez Bustillos, as Provisional President of the 
Republic, Garraciolo Parra Picon and Jesu Rojas 
Fernandez as first and second vice-presidents. 

The same body elected Gomez, Commander-in- 
chief of the national military forces with undefined 
and unlimited powers. It also drew up a statutary 
law which enabled Gomez to pull the strings that 
controlled all his puppets. Thus to Marquez Bustillos 
was assigned the task of attending all the official 
receptions. For this exhausting labor he received 
an excellent salary. In addition to this he was to 
faithfully report everything he did to Gomez and 
sign all papers that were presented to him in accor¬ 
dance with instruction received from the barracks at 
Mara cay. II he failed to do this he ran the risk of 


being of suddenly and brutally replaced by Carrac- 
ciolo or Fernandez. Thus in order to satisfy the sus¬ 
ceptibilities of the foreign powers a person who was 
not called Juan Vincente Gomez assumed the 
presidency and to him all official power were appa¬ 
rently duly transmitted. 

But in spite of the success of these manoeuvres 
which would have been appropriate for a comic 
opera had they not involved the honor of a nation — 
hi spite of the assurance that « everything was going 
smoothly » which formed the text of the daily tele¬ 
graphic report sent by the man supposed to be the 
president to the real head of the state — Gomez 
na ural instincts led him on to extreme measures. 
nnH U [ SU f Ce ° f his P lans he had the official press 
cotw! i a * stastie telegrams relating the outrages 
eommited by the « rebels » and set all sorts of W d 
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rumors in circulation. These tales served as excuse 
for certain arrests. Proceeding a step further he adopet- 
ed the same tactics he had employed a few months 
before at Coro 1 and had his agents organize an actual 
invasion of Venezuelan territory on the frontiers 
of Guyana. This was possible thanks to the distur¬ 
bances fermented by General Jose Manuel Hernan¬ 
dez 2 * * . 

Some of the followers of the general believing the 
movement might succeed took the field actively. 
They, one and all fell into the net spread by Gomez. 
The prison in Guyana filled rapidly, the bodies of 
other « rebels » are still rotting in the forests where 
they fell. And Gomez had succeeded in two direc¬ 
tions. On the one hand he had justified the necessity 
of the Coup d’Etat, and at the same time paralyzed 
any opposition that might develop before it had time 
to become dangerous. 

Executions took place on a large scale. For ins¬ 
tance at the Rotonde one hundred prisoners arrived 
of whom fifty were condemmed to hard labor. This 
involved work on. the roads under conditions which 
killed off the unhappy victims very fast. At the in¬ 
stigation of Gomez eighteen of the most daring among 
these convicts formed a plan to escape. Their plans 
were, naturally, communicated to the authorities 
and the same General, who liked to be referred to as 
the« great and good man », ordered each of the con¬ 
spirators to receive a thousand strokes of the whip 
This order was carried out at the custom house of. 
Guanta by Colonel Silvestre Torres. 

All one long morning the thongs whistled through 


(1) At the time of pretended warfare in 1913. 

(2) A Venezuelean politician, head of the Nationalist 

Paity, who was Minister in Washington and lived many 

years as an exile in the United States. 7 
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the air, the flies swarned around the bare bleeds 
skin, strips of flesh, drops of blood fell to the ground 
until the place looked like a slaughter house. Th 
bare ribs of the victims whitened under the 
sun that shone on the beach. Not long ago one of 
the executioners, Corporal Chicho Chaves, displayed 
as a trophy the male attributes of one of prisoners 
which he had picked up off the ground and kept i n 

Of the fifty that remained at La Rotonde fi ve 

were set free, forty-one died from hunger and exhaus¬ 
tion. 


The uprising of General Hernandez, which later 
was again exploited to the advantage of Gomez as 
being contrary to the public peace and security, and 
which Gomez had had a hand in instigating’ did 
really take place after April 1914, when it became 
evident that Gomez was determined to rule without 
any regard for constitutional guarantees and that 
e was definitely decided to play the role of usurper 
backed by those « volunteers » who always form the 
bodyguard of Venezuelan despots. 

At the same time General Angel Lanza provoked 

L g 7 U ‘T f , U ?r !Slng in the state of B^ivar and Her- 
* ez e . , r i ni t ,af -l where he had been in hiding. 
Accompanied by General Jose Antonio Davila he 
set out by way of British Guiana to put himself at 
awaits j*® forces of the insurgents who were 
zaW i lm * discretions of a man called Gon- 
British 6 fn ^?^ a Erected the attention of the 
of « int aU . ? n ^ les ^ 0 id enterprise. In the interests 
Juana H" 119 10na P eace » they arrested him at Mora 
tinue hi^i WaS n °^ a ^ e ma ^ e d escape and con- 

while General 11 !? 3 “ onth had elapsed. Mean- 
would harm i a Y*. a ’ a hraiei that the same tiling 
ppen to him, returned to Trinitad where 
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he went into hiding. As soon as the Venezuelan 
consul heard of this he hastened to inform Guidad 
Bolivar that both Davila and Hernandez had aban- 
donned their expedition. This news reached Lanza, 
leader of the insurgents, who was discouraged and 
believed himself betrayed by the men whom he has 
expected to prove allies. Consequently he gave up 
his struggle and surrendered to the troops of Gomez 
when Hernandez and his reinforcements were only 
two days off. Hernandez thereupon returned to Tri¬ 
nit ad where he assumed the command of the forces 
collected by General Horaccio Ducharme 1 , who was 
still carrying on guerilla warfare in the mountains. 
Later he received word to come to New York in con¬ 
nection with a new expedition which however never 
took place. 


‘ though the efforts of General Ducharme to 
combat the troops of Gomez did not produce any 
tangible results they were inspired by a heroic spirit 
and won for him almost legendary fame, One by 
one he defeated the forces which were sent out to 
attack him. Instead of vanquishing his troops the 
regulars were forced to flee in disorder. After having 
continued the struggle for two years he was finally 

t ? n aml ? ush - 0n the night of August 20 
i- forces havmg been surrounded and he 

himself having taken refuge at a farm-house he 
was surprised and killed while lying in his hammock 
Oiders had been issued not to take his prisoner but 

t0 k ! 1 h‘ m on the spot. Thus Gomez continued the 
excellent traditions of President Castro. 

p. i , 0! ' a r c ' cio , Ducharme was the son of the famous 
a 10 uc harme, the intrepid leader of the Conser- 


(1) A heroic rebel sgsunsi the tYFHnnv nf 

pounded, captured and foully murdered hv IIe was 
dictator. v lura eied by order of the 
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vative forces who passed on to hi> son his martini 
and civic virtues. Horaccio possessed in additi 0n 
to this a fine education and exquisite manner. Br aVe 
and loyal leader of daring and ill-fated enterprises 
which deserve to rank with the most heroic military 
exploits chronicled in history, Ducharme the y 0Un , 
ger was not a half savage guerrila chieftain such as 
Martin Espinosa x , who roamed through the forest 
naked to the waist like such legendary centaur, nor 
was he a adventurer eager for spoil like Paredes. 
Instead he was animated by high ideals and posses¬ 
sed real military genius. 

Meanwhille D r Leopold Baptista 2 from his exile 
in Curacao was protesting energetically against the 
statements of the Minister of the Interior who decla¬ 
red that he could not abolish martial law nor disband 
the additional levies which Gomez had raised be¬ 
cause Baptista and others « not only continued to 
maintain a hostile attitude towards the duly consti¬ 
tuted government but also sought by all means at 
their disposal both at home and abroad to instigate 
disturbances and prolong a state of armed rebellion.» 
Consequently, according to the Minister of the In¬ 
terior, the election of new candidates to fill the public 
offices not having been held within the legal time 
limit, it behoved the different states to make such 
arrangements as they pleased. This unexpected solu¬ 
tion of the situation was ratified by the Congress 
of Plenipotentiaries. In order to still further prove 
the inanity of these statements Baptista, who at 
that time was generally considered as the official 
head of the opposition in case the latter should, ac- 

(1) One of the rebel leaders. 

(~) Prominent politician and military leader. Ptiiluu 

nropist and scholar has lived in New York since 1913 
an exile. 
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tually break out in organized warfare, wro 
on January 22 as follows : m 

« On leaving the Republic against my * ? 

only aim was to escape personal danger ever y 

advantage of those liberties which belong to every 

member of a civilized commum y. , j or 

to set afoot a rebellion against your authority lo 
ever since I first entered public life, 1 have ne 
made my political opinions depend on the conduct 
that either my friends or enemies might have toy/a 
me or the members of my family. On the con ra y 
I was absolutely sincere in my hope that respecting 
the letter and spirit of our laws and institutions 
more completely than you done up till that time, 
you might hold a free and'liberal consultation with 
public opinion during the electoral period and that 
from this plebiscite might come a lasting and fruitful 
peace which would benefit the Republic as a whole. 

It is this hope which caused me up till now to adopt 
a completely neutral attitude towards what was 
going on within our boundaries. Therefore, I deny 
emphatically, that I have by word or deed expressed 
my hostility towards your government or partici¬ 
pated in a war which, as a matter of fact, does not 
exist. On the other hand I should like to know why 
you, on futile pretexts, revoked more than half 
of the Presidents of our different states ; why, last 
June, you changed the membership of the Govern¬ 
ment Council which had been duly elected for a pe¬ 
riod of four years ; why, a month later, you attacked 
the only candidate who came forward to seek the 
high office of President of the Republic ; why you 
imprisoned those who favored his cause ; why, in 
August, you declared that a state of martial law was 
necessary throughout the country, whereas, in reality 
no disturbances existed except on the Colombian 
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frontier and those only lasted a few days ; 
kept importane forces undor arms el a time 
no enemy threatened the peace of Venezia •la ; 
you suspended the constitutional guarani,^ ^ 
filled the prisons with political prisoners ; why " ^ 
prevented the elections being held at I la' nppo^Jj^ 1 
time, and, finally, why you today outrage «,„( vi l' 
late all those laws which you solemnly S w<mv '[*' 
maintain ? You, head of the nation by the p ow ° 
which Congress has conferred on you, you y j l0 !! 
be the first of the nation’s faithful servants and \ \\ 
most zealous defender of our national liberties, U 
stead of accomplishing these sacred duties you ] laVe 
organized and carried out the most, infamous revo¬ 
lution recorded in our history. Venezuela, which 
possesses the power and desire to live as a civilized 
community, which wishes and needs to enjoy peace 
at home and abroad in order to develope her natural 
resources, which has remained quiescent in the hope 
that her institutions would be respected, this is the 
country which you have launched upon a bloody 
and hazardous course. What reasons have you for 
such conduct ? Only your personal ambition and 
the desire to remain in power for a longer period 
than that which our Constitution allows. Would 
you dare to pursue the same met hods if the citizens 
were able to exercise their political rights, if 1 he states 
which form our federation were governed under 
legitimate auspices, if the army, which should be 
the guardian of our constitutional liberties, was 
conscious of its duties and ready to perform them?* 


* * 

. 0 " December 19,1908, Vice President Gome 
6 firsttime assumed supreme authority tl 
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... 

Miiiixirl' or H.o majority of h» « oux * tr f"' iLor to his 
remains that Ii« ncVcrUil<wh was■ advantage 

cl.irC. There is a say'ng one the man 

„t an art of treason but one should despise 

who ronimils it. Q z by declaring that 

On August • >, IVlo, urunit*, yj . il. M o P 

a state of war existed although such was n 
and hy deliberately violating the Pacte Fo ~ 
lain•*, thanks In the help of a hord of accomp 
mid Idic dismayed surprise of the rest of the com 
nily disgusted with all these political intrigues 
mid disappointed in their hopes for better 

I nf/mn unoeared <,l,n pripmv of the 


men 


Constitution 

In 1915, the third step was taken when the Con¬ 
gress elected Goinez Constitutional President of the 
Republic for the period of 1915-1922. Although 
he did not immediatly assume office the despo 
established himself firmly in power. He remained 
president-elect of the Republic and Commander-in- 
(thief of the national military forces which were 
encamped at Maracay. From there he would occa¬ 
sionally make his appearance at Caracas to see how 
« IViend » I) r Marquez Bustilios, who thanks to the 
elasticity of the « provisory statute of government » 
remained president pro-tern with his two vice-pre¬ 
sidents Carraciolo Parra and Rojas Fernandez, were 
getting aloi g. D r Bracamonte, an officier of Gomez 
personal staff acted as General Secretary of State 
and beside the « general » one found Vivas, his mili¬ 
tary advisor who in reality was the general minis¬ 
ter of the regime. 


★ 

¥ * 

« intelligencia », who, together with Gil For- 
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toul, the charge d'affaires at the Presidency l 
taken part in the definite overthrow of the ^ 
tution were not allowed any share in the govern^' 
That is how the devil pays his debts. Later Mar ^ 
Bustillos formed a nominal cabinet composed as^Jy* 
lows. Minister of the Interior Arcaya (someth 01 ' 
had to be given him as reward for what he had <j g 
while serving as member of the Government 0011^1 
and in connection with the Bank of Venezuela^ 
Minister of Foreign Affairs Ignacio Andrad ’ 
whose son had married one of Gomez, daughter*’ 
Minister of War Jimenez Rebolledo, minister ^ 
parlibus ; Minister of Finance Roman Cardenas 1 ’ 
who invented a method of balancing the budget and 
practicing economy by paying the government em¬ 
ployees only half for their salaries at a time 
when living conditions were particularly trying • 
Minister of Commerce Santiago Fontiveros, an 
honest, stupid and decrepid old man; Minister of 
Public Works, Luis Velez, a prodigy whom Roman 
Cardenas had discovered ; Minister of Education 
Gonzales Rencones up to then a clerck in Sante, 
one of those quack physicians who have been to 
aris and wears an imposing beard. Juan Crisostemo 
omez, brother of Juan Vincente, remained Governor, 
Marquez Bustillo, president pro-tem, signed 
is etters to Gomez commander in chief of the 
national forces « your friend and servant. » 


* * 


°* bustillos was far from being a sinecure 
telephon^ f W()uld the president up on th 

he had do ° m Maraca y and scold him for wha 
tunate offi 6 °\ ^ a( ^ ^ft undone. The unfo r 

Official found himself living at the cente 
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, ubm. «h» «d» 

r w“"» ;.:,t 

this little bearded man m whom Juan Vicente sec 
ed to place absolute confidence and whon he had 
invested with authority. Then too the political hang- 
ers-on of the regime kept intriguing, now m iavor 
of Vivas against Marquez, now for Marquez agains 
Vivas, as the political barometer oscillated. Bustil- 
los, among the other duties of his office also was obli¬ 
ged to sign as president day after day, month after 
month, year after year, laws which dishonored him 
as a man, to bear the brunt of the gradually mount¬ 
ing wave of popular scorn, to rattle the empty scab¬ 
bard of the blade which Gomez kept unsheathed at 
Maracay. « Doctor Marquez is the one link which 
unites us to civilization » declared one of his friends 
General Pablo Giuseppi Monagas. 

Shortly afterwards, as I have already said the 
unfortunate Giuseppi Monagas perished in chains 
at the prison of La Rotonde while « the only link » 
continued to decorate an armchair in the left wing 
of the Palace of Miraflores. Bustillos was a link on 
the chain of a galley-slave. 

On August 3, 1914, war broke out in Europe 
What would be the repercussions of this conflict 
on the fortunes of this absurd, misgoverned and 
formal little republic of Souih America 9 The 
foreign Offices of the Allies were prepared to‘over! 

overset tffi 8 ’ ^ r T eC ° SnlZe an y thm g that happened 
hand tu hey had more serious Problem close at 
• The P ro Wan attitude which Gomez adopted 
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was based on a curious combination of 
calit v and low cunning such as one finds * 0 , > 

among the peasant class. ‘ net % 

As a matter of fact the only t hing the Alli e 
about was the support of the United State ^ 
there were no reason except purely senti)* ^ 
ones for taking sides in this far away confliH ^' 
t he other hand if might well serve as a useful e ' ^ 
for persecuting those Venezuelans who dared loT'^ 
an opinion different from that expressed at Mara ‘ 
headquarters of the pro-German « Gomezists * 

It was natural also that Gomez, with his se 
savage psychology which he shared by t hose arow 
him, should consider it right that the victory shou 
be won by those who opened hostilities, by tk 
great nation of which all he knew was the railroad 
between Caracas and Valencia and the German mi- 
nister, von Prolius. Then too his imagination estab 
IiMied an analogy bet ween the insolence of Wiliam I 
and the Prussian disdain for the rights of other 
nations and his own conception of governomenUI 
authority and the legitimacy of employing any an: 
a 1 means of maintaining one’s position. As he look 
at the barbarism of Europe the Venezuelan savag. 
e 1 that ll,s own attitude was justified. The day < 
vengeance and slaughter was at hand. The moment 

a , conie w ^ en > taking advantage of the bl»- 
madness that seemed to have swept over the entir 

turbed ^ W ° Uld be ol)le t0 satisfy his lusts undiv 

of i?T ar laler ’ iliis disciple of the Teutonic sc Ik* 
Vas 1 a( ^apted to the use of Maracay, had D r V 

in whiriTk U ^ tbe Ce ^ e t> ra ted message to Congrc-j 
the mt! U i ( e< textually to the member 1 

chief of t^ 111 P ar ^anient that, as commander-! 1 

e nrm y he would assume t he office of p r * 
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sident of the Republic to which he hadl been elected 
twelve months before « whenever I consiae 
the proper time has arrived for me o 


★ 

* * 


Such being conditions in Venezuela and any revo 
lution having become impossible, on account ot tne 
European war and while Gomez and his personal 
clique were firmly installed in power dominating 
the feeble and scattered efforts of his adversaries 
and supported by practically all the influential 
elements of the community, in the face of the dumb 
acqniessence with which public opinion regarded 
this state of affairs, what course was there left for 
us to pursue ? 

Only one-to become conspirators. 

This we did. The gratest crime a despot commits 
is to force those who have ideals and aspirations 
to adopt a hypocritical attitude which weakens 
their moral character to such an extent that if 
their plans miscarry they will accept any compro¬ 
mises or waste their strengh in fruitless sacrifices. 

One of the most painful things-about conspiracies 
said the unfortunate General Pichegru, is that 
those who participate in them are obliged to consort 
with men whom they would refuse to associate with 
under other circumstances. 






CHAPTER XVIII 



Causes and effects of Gomez’ pro-German attitude- ,, 
Prolius. - The minister of the Allies. ^ Muz Z W^ 

press. — An incident of the American invasion of v* 
zuela. ene< 


At ilie outbreak of the war the Venezuelan govern¬ 
ment declared itself neutral. In the face of the enthu¬ 
siasm which the Allied cause aroused in the heart of 

overy Venezuelan who cared for noble ideals of justice 

and right, Gomez, whose pro-Germans ympathies were 
very evident, forbade his compatriots to enlist in the 

f ? r 5 es °. an y ^ le belligerents. This action was essen- 
ia y aimed at the Allies. On the one hand access to 

t Vi lai T, and . ^ us ^ r ^ a was practically impossible, and 
n n o ici it was clear that public opinion favored 
_ e cause of France, not only out of affection for that 
‘ -on hut from an instinctive hatred of that form 

ri-di«f 0111 frI Satl0n }> re P rese nted by the brutal impe* 
Ians rVi ,V USSla ‘ Then to ° the majority of Venezue- 
Fraiu^ tender, almost amorous; affection f° r 

that nr vi U( V s S ° lUiivcrsa l m regard to the country 

quentiv h! JC ° ^°^ a * re an <i a Rousseau. Const'- 
y rue indignation aroused by the invasion of 
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France in 1914 was as violent as though our contry’s 
own frontiers had been violated. Opposed to this 
spirit was the attitude of a small minority consisting 
of Gomez and his satellites and the members of the 
German colonies of Maracaibo and Ciudad Bolivar. 

Using as excuse its official neutrality the govern¬ 
ment took care not allow the slightest expression of 
sympathy for the Allied cause to appear either in the 
press on in public meetings. The German minister von 
Proilus who at that time was even more popular with 
the General than the American Me Godwins was al¬ 
lowed to do as he pleased. He exploited the situation 
most skifully up to the time, when the business-men 
rom Washington intervened and proceeded to « put 
through a deal ». His only opponents were the British 
minister at Caracas, who maintained a dignified and 
aloof attitude and a certain Monsieur Fabre who rep¬ 
resented the interests of France in a feeble and stu- 
pi manner. Thus it was easy for von Proilus to 
influence the mind of Gomezas he pleased. Moreover 
the dictator and his pro-German followers were too 
ignorant to form a proper estimate of the importance 
the European conflict. To them Emperor William 
II appeared simply to be a sort of blonder General 
Gomez who had been to school and who ruled a 
thickly populated country, the French were a nation 
of simple souls « suckers » and « easy marks » living 
in a country where nobody was sent to jail for their 
political opinions, a country where opposition to th* 

r-«‘-“"«* >« n»w”Scl« “I 

pcech es in Congress, a country from which one im¬ 
ported one s gowns and mistresses. Eneland 
nation of shopkeepers drawn into the quarrel 0 f the 

beJause al th f nS C SlmPly l ° 3 profit out of it and 

market, A f ZT‘ S undersold her on the world 
markets. As for Belgmm it was merely a little Eg 
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dom which could be kicked aside by a stronger p 0 . 
The famous statement of Bethmann-Holhveg ^ eN 
« treaties are nothing but scraps of paper » was w 1 
come indeed to the ears of the tyrant of Maracay wh* 
a year before had already treated the Venezuela* 0 
constitution as a negligeable quantity. Another faeUv 
in forming pro-German sentiment was the army drilled 
along strictly Prusian lines by the Chilian officer 
Me Gill. Every martially minded peasant and via- 
borer, who wore the same uniform and helmet as 
the Germans, who obeyed the same guttural words 
of command, who goose-stepped, marched and 
counter-marched in accordance to the rules pres¬ 
cribed by the Kriegschule at Potsdam, felt himself 
in some absurd fashion linked to that formidable 
war machine whose units he imagined vaguely were 
animated by a savage fanatacism similar to his 
own. These elements, together with a hatred for 
«Highbrows», for those French people who talk 
about Justice and Liberty, those words that echoe 


so unpleasantly m the ears of an ignorant despot, 
were craftilly exploited by von Prolius. Thus it 
came about that at the beginning of the war the 
attitude of Venezuelan government was a mere bur¬ 
lesque of true neutrality. Nor did the representatives 
o the Allies make a single effective protest although 
such an action would have been amply justified For 
we ind a German ship in Venezuelan waters giving 
information to German cruisers at sea, Another vessel 
escaping from the West Indies anchored at La Guira. 

oug she possessed no proper clearance papers the 
vessel, thanks to the complicity of von Prolius and 

surf, ' f t'i! 11 f ° rm Blohm, who could exercise pres- 
somo t th , e government authorities on account of 

Past <sI^ U t'h stock-exchange transactions in the 
P . ecured the necessary papers, loaded up with 
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coal and sailed out to sea with the avowed^mtention 
Of reprovisioning meq-of-war. This a Ult ^ l ther dis _ 
part of the authorities explains still a 

g When certain private parties desired with 
of the official representatives of the Allies, to . 
a newspaper which would influence pu 10 -P 
the German minister protested. Whereupon Gonrn^ 
acting through Dr. Marquez Bustiilos, gave ordres 
suppress the « Avion » ,as the paper was called, aiu o 
imprison the staff if they insisted on continuing o 
publish the sheet. Such a measure met with the oppo¬ 
sition of the French, British and Italian colonies. I he 
associations of the « Alliance Franchise » and « Fra- 
tellanza Italiana » undertook to establish a news- 
sheet of their own. In order to do this, however, they 
were obliged to secure a special permit from the 
government and agree that the editor in charge must 
be a foreigner. This publication of which no one was 
prepared to assume the editorial responsibility finally 
appeared but it was killed off by means which un- 
crupulous people frequently employ in such cases. 
Orders were given at the different branch post-offices 
to hamper the distribution and whenever possible to 
destrpy the packages containing the newspaper. 
Under such circumstances the paper could not sur¬ 
vive. Shortly afterwards one of its editors, Rafael de 
la Gova, was forced to leaye the country. Another 
member of the editorial staff, Firmin Huizi, was 
thrown into prison. Meanwhile the two twin slander 
sheets El Universal and El Nuevo Diario continued 
to publish exclusively reports ot the progress of 
events emanating from Germany. At the same time 
tfte German businessmen .at Maracaibo and Ciudad 
Bolivar and the Germans at Caracas spent largo sums 

UU er 1 lclr P o!illcal propaganda and the Italian 
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Minister was obliged to complain of the V i 
attacks against his country, which appeared in ^ 
of the papers. All this however was less serious n° Ue 
the negotiations which were being carried on sect n* 1 
involving the cession fo the island of Margarita t 
Germany as a submarine base. 

The entrance of the United States into the war 
the side of tint Allies and the pressure the America*^ 
brought to bear on Marques Bustillos in order to hay 8 
him issue a statement formally condensing the use of 
submarines after the sinking of the Lusitania appear¬ 
ed to somewhat alter the situation. But the « Gene^ 
ral’s » dislike of the Allies transformed itself into a 
violent although secret hatred of all his compatriots 
who were known to support their cause. He took 
steps to stop press despatches from abroad appearing 
in El Luchador of Ciudad Bolivar and attempted to 
do the same indirectly in the case of El Fonografo of 
Maracaibo and the papers of Caracas. 

Since 1915 I had been the joint editor of the latter 
newspaper with Edouardo and Carlos Lopez Busta¬ 
mante. It was the only daily in Venezuela that resem¬ 
bled a modern newspaper. I remained attached to 
it till 1917 and the campaign we carried on it its 
columns was a violent one in favor of the Allied cause. 
In 1917 one of the Bustamante brothers went to 
Caracas where he undertook to bring out. a local edi¬ 
tion. 1 his, although backed by pro-ally sympathizers, 
did not last long. Using as a pretext the fact that I 
reprinted from the theosophic magazine Darhma an 
article by Dr Dominguez Acosta 1 , the editor, in which 
ho pointed out the moral justification for the att-i- 
A J( ( of the allies and the moral obligation of th* 
onezuelan republic to support their cause I was sent 

( ) VVui known writer murdered in the Rotonde- 





GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 45 

to prison. The same thing happened to the Lopez 
brothers at Caracas. At Maracaibo Mr Arturo La¬ 
res Ecleverria, one of the staff at Caracas, protested 
to Marquez Bustillos against the illegality of such 
actions. The result was that he speedily found himself 
also behind the bars. This blow proved fatal to'our 
enterprise. Up till then the various local and national 
despots had refrained from touching the newspaper 
whose success was based upon its powerful influence 
on public opinion. Now its owners and editors were 
thrown into prison, Eduardo in the fort of San Carlos 
and Carlos in the Rotonde at Caracas, the appearance 
of these two eight-page paper represented the result 
of the efforts of two generations. Both printing plants 
connected with the papers were obliged to shut down. 
The enterprise was completely ruined and the 
brothers are today living in exile. 

People familiar with conditions in Venezuela; from 
first hand observation know the bitterness of our 
local quarrels. 1 hey poison and distort even our good 
deeds and noble aspirations. Love becomes corrup¬ 
tion, pride agressiveness. For instance when a violent 
fire destroyed a group of houses and we opened a 
subscription in the papers which resulted in a hun¬ 
dred poor people having a roof over their heads 
within a month ,we were told that we had capitalized 
a catastrophe. Some privately owned municipal uti¬ 
lity corporations were taking shameful advantage of 
the public. We disclosed the fact, forced them either 
to dissolve or to improve their service — and were 
abused and maligned by the very people whose inte¬ 
rest we had sought to defend. 

Again when one of Gomez’s henchmen attempted 
to open a gambling hell in Maracay we called atten¬ 
tion to the fact and were attacked not only by the 

gamblers but also by the respectable element of the 
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town. When we expressed our disgust at the 
which the funds spent by the German colony -Ty 
poisoned public -opinion, and led to a complete • !'* 
terpretation of the issues at stake in the E u misin - 
conflict, the only result of our protest was to I?- 1 * 411 
a movement of violent personal antagonism t Up 
ideas. It was necessary for us to defend o.J i 
tooth and nail. ° ursel ves 

It was at this period that the vast riches formna u 
the oil-fields of Venezuela first began to be exnlnii I 
The wells at La Rosita for example promised to ; 
fabulous dividends. Here too several powerful i^ 
rests were in conflict. The English were on the 41 
likewise the Standard Oil disguised under the name of 
the Canbean Petroleum Company. The latter organi¬ 
zation sent out prospectors and drillers, both towards 
San Lorenzo and on the shores of the Motatan. A 
certain Mi Malendez sold the first concession Hb 
example spread like wild fire. By the end of 1918 the 
Yankees had extended the limits of their concessions 
m all directions forcing out the unfortunate farmers 
uchose rights to their small estates which are called 
« chaos » were based on the fact that they had been 
exploiting them for the last ten years. 

When I arrived at Zulia the Minister of the Interior 
appointed me Inspector of the region of Thierras 
Baldias. 

This post was a purely honorific one and carried 
with it a mere pittance as salary while bringing into 
Inc publie treaisury several thousand bolivares which 
would otherwise have had to be collected as taxes. 1 
1 a veiled lar and wide across the immense prairie 8 ! 
wl / or ^ le n ^ghl in the huts of those poor Indian^ 
* le Northern invader was gradually driving 0 

the r j 1 ° 11 V s tea.cls unless they were willing to accep 

u c of the newcomers and sell their services tot * 
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miserable wage. It was here, on the spot, that I 
witnessed the scandalous transactions of a small 
group of fools w r ho bartered away at Caracas, for sums 
far beneath their real value, the potential sources of 


great national wealth. At the same time the same 
individuals allowed the peasant to be despoiled of his 
few possessions. 

As an example of the incidents in which I took part 
I might mention an episode which occured on the 
plians one day when I was inspecting the surveying 
of an estate which the owner wished to have made. 
While thus engaged our work was interrupted by the 
arrival at our camp of a certain Mr Nash who, armed 
and accompanied by other rascals of the same type, 
announced that we were to immediately leave « his 
property » on which we were trespassing. 

« W ho has given you the right to issue such orders ? 
I asked. 


« The Company... » he replied, laying his hand on 
the stock of his two revolvers. 

Our party was a small one. It consisted merely of 
the person who was the survey made, the engineer 
Enrique Vilchez and two servants. When the encoun¬ 
ter occured two goafiros, with slanting eyes and hio-h 
cheek-bones took their places silently at our side 
caressing as they did so the long blades of their 
machetes. I showed the blond barbarian the papers 
empowering me to carry out the survey on behalf the 
government. At the same time I pointed to a path 

.,jf' e ?w Wa / fr0 "' 0 , ur encampment suggesting as I 
„ d £° ^ hat might be advisable for him to take it 
<• hesitated, eyed uneasily the silent peons and mv 
companion, who has produced from his saddle ba- 
ere he had stowed it away along with bits of cheese 

Dis t , Cra . cker ’ a " anli 1 ue bul impressive horse- 

P ’ turned on hi s heel and disappeared. Had I 
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made the slightest gesture my companions would h 
hacked him to bits. It was in July. The heat was t^ 
rific. All around us extended a sea of tall, dry 
which whipped viciously at our faces as we forced 
way slowly through it. An hour after Mr Nash h^i 
taken himself off one of the goajiros uttered a cr 
Pointing towards the route over which we had \Jl 
come he showed us curling masses of smoke rapidl* 
advancing in our direction. The prairie was on fi re | 
The nearest river lay five miles away. After frantic 
efforts we reached it just in time. Already the flyine 
sparks had burned our clothes and scorched our skin 
While we fled for our lives we seemed to hear behind 
us the gallop of horses, the savage yells of the Far 
West and the whistle of bullets. That night, when 
weak and exhausted, we had at last again found our 
route we met with Mr Guilermoz and some peons. The 
next day at dawn we continued our survey of the 
burned prairies. 

When I returned to Maracaibo a month later I 
found Dr Lazardo Esteva, lawyer for the Caribean 
Petroleum Company, had brought suit against me 
on behalf of Rowland Matteir who represented the 
company in that district. The charges, which were 
brough to the attention of the President of the Repu¬ 
blic, were that at the head of a guerilla band I had 
threatened to kill the «boss» directing the Company’s 
operations, at a time when said boss was on ground 
occupied by and belonging to the Company. 

sent m a long and detailed report of the episode to 
c y . 1 Ulster of the Interior who was my immediate 
' lI( . doctor Carlos Grisanto who was in charge of 
w>c s , ect ! on the ministry considered that I 
Govern 11 ( y i us tiiied in my actions and that the 
Pected r ^ n n^uuid see to it that its rights were res- 
• Shortly afterwards however the Minister Pe* 
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dro Emilio Coll was removed. Santiago Fo n ^ lveros 
took his place .When I again brought up the matter 
which I considered involved a question o , 

honor, the Minister replied by a telegrana w 1 
have kept in which he thanked me for what 1 na 
done and at the same time notified me that some one 


else was to take over my post. 

At the present time the Venezuelan government 
is in the grip of the American business interests. This 
is what has allowed Gomez to remain in power. The 
facts remain what they are, all the talk of interna¬ 
tional good-will, the erection of statue of Bolivar the 
Liberator, the exchange of gifts such as the swords of 
de Paez and the pistols of Pershing are merely a farce 
intended to fool the public and distract attention 
from the sinister doings that are going on behind the 
scenes. This is what has really and truly happened to 
what Lansing, Hughes and Kellog termed a consti¬ 
tutional and established government. It has become 
the prey of the invader. 


CHAPTER XIX 


How certain private incidents explain public events, . 
martyrs no one martyred. — Soldiers arid journal I" ! 
— The Hour of Destiny. — Gomez and the gri j)M '. 
Studies in cowardice. — A pro. Ally demonstraH^ 
and what came of it. — In Death’s anti-chamber. 
night of the conspiracy. 




About the middle of 1918 while I was preparino 
one of my novels for publication I settled down deft 
nitely at Caracas. I had reason to believe that my lif,. 
was in danger in the midst of the barbarians who 
Matute Gomez had brought with him. Even before 
their arrival a local gangster, known as El Calico, 
had been obliged to spend several weeks in the hos¬ 
pital with a bullet through his shoulders for certain 
reasons wihch we both knew very well but which he 
did not care to talk about. On several different occa¬ 
sions I had had to defend myself from various attacks 
ranging from the perfidious notes in the daily press, 
o encounters with drunken men who tried to pick a 
quarrel but suddenly became sober when matters 
came to a head. My volume « Tierra del Sol Amada» 
• S ai j bful picture of a curious psychologic moment 
in the life of this province which contains the germs 

str- f raoi( * nar Y activity for good or evil. It was n 
spectacle to see how, not only in the Zulia 1 but 


(1) A 

capital. * ° Vlncc * n Venezuela of which Maracaibo 
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throughout the country the inhabitants, victims of 
the foreign invader, turned, not against him, u 
against their compatriots who sought to protect e 
national interests. A spectator watching it is remin¬ 
ded of a scorpion who pricks himself with him oWn 
tail when threatened by the flames. My books, good 
or bad, are a result of the feverish atmosphere in 
which I lived at the time, and of my violent and sin¬ 
cere revolt at the sight of the misery and injustice 
that surrounded me on ail sides. They are, like veins 
torn from a living body that still throb when 
•exposed so the air. My readers consisted partly of 
those who feel the sacredness of righteous wrath and 
t he necessity of condemming openly existing iniqui¬ 
ties, partly of those whose souls and bodies have been 
seared by suffering .My public is made up of the com¬ 
mon people. They have always found me fighting 
their battles, taking sides with them, not out of any 
spirit of demagogism or selfish ambition as those who 
seek to stick on official labels on each and every wri- 

i ter declare, but because I worship Truth and believe 
the good of the people is best served by giving them 
the truth, that highest form of art, which remains 
J great even when it tears aside the fragile stuff that 
dreams are made of and which so many believe should 
he the only material employed by a novelist. 

I During one of my trips to the capital, on board a 

coasting vessel, I became acquainted with Captain 
Andrade Mora. Pie had just come from Tachura, was 
■ newly married and had lately been to see his family. 
Among our fellow passengers, also going to Caracas, 
were the General Parra Picon, Vice-President of the 
Republic, and Dr Miguel Parra Picon, member of the 
^nate. During our few days on ship-board I saw a 
I dea of Plain Mora. He was short, blond man, 

■; burning in his maimer and reserved in the expres- 


__ _ 
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sion of his opinions. As the screw churned thiwk J 
waters of the Garibean We spoke together and grJ? 
mutually over the gloomy future that seemed to? 
in store for our beloved country. We vowed to h 
what we could to avert the catastrophe. This o n! 
death was soon to seal in a solemn manner. 

Little did I guess at the time that this modest, q u * 
little person Was shortly to become a hero and at tl 
same time lay down his life as holocaust. But as * 
talked together I came to understand that he* 
like many of his brother officers, hated to ft U( j 
hmself obliged to play a servile role carrying out 
the orders of brutal and ignorant masters. It was this 
spirit of patriotism which inspired their plans from 
the outset. Men of all ages and of all shades of poli¬ 
tical opinion co-operated in the common cause. Even 
those who only knew by hearsay what was going on 
kept the secret. And they still keep it. Shortly before 
the Armistice marked the end of the European con¬ 
flict the conspiracy had stretched out its tentacles 
into the most distant provinces. It had its center in 
the capital itself, within the ranks of that army with 
the cowardly tyrant had surrouded himself. Matters 
were etter prepared this time than they had been 
m e days of the Delgado-Chalbaud affair. All those 
w o ook part in the plot were animated by a certi- 

u e o success which was the surest sign of approach 
mg victory. b ^ 

rf J? most Periotic and devoted element in the 
vonnc? 0 ? ? S ^ 0rme d by a group of well-to-do 
chiefs° Th^i ++ e ^. Were popular with their immediate 
to rank f? a -< • r m man y cases owed their promotion 
in anv _ von lsm r &ther than to ability or knowledge 
Some of t? SU P erior to that °t their subordinates. 

in politics e ^ ers themselves, actively engage^ 

either actually occupying impoi’tan 
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, them knew 

positions or anxious to be us indirectly, 

what was going on an e ^ cam p becom- 

Later they went over t PP whom they 

ing the severest persecutors o memory 

had previously aided, as though.to f ^%^ red that 
of their earlier sympathies or as ^ misir g. But 

a luke-warm attitude migh e and soul into 

those who had thrown themselves hea when 

the movement fought the good g health and 

the movement failed some, stric living 

impoverished in fortune, sought to earn a Hv g 

abroad and knew the bitterness that comes from ha v- 

ing to eat the bread of aliens strangers, stil o er s 
lie at rest in the cemietery or ended their martyrdom 
behind the bars of a prison cell. 

Many signs and tokens seemed to tell that the day 
of liberty was at hand. At home the government 
multiplied its vexations. From overseas came a breath 
of freedom. The masses in whose ears sounded the 
fall of the European despotism, drunk with the news 
of victory of the armies of Right and Justice, imagi¬ 
ned that the forces which were freeing their European 
brethren would also overthrow the petty tyrants of 
the Southern nations. The speeches of Wilson stirred 
our spirits, the clarion call of French trumpets, soun- 
ding the forward march of the liberators, echoed in 
our hearts shouts of joy came to us from across the 
Atlantic, the shadows which still stretched across the 
skies seemed like that friendly darkness which pre- 

cir '“ d “ i »“> s c " !,ie 
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The blast of death swept the city from the s l 6t ° r 
I he renter. Gomez, master of Venezuela, ljf l( . Urbs to 
proclaims himseft « a firm and benevolent"^ 1 wll » 
who loves his compatriots so dearly and has * r,de r. 
hiinself so unselfishly on their behalf for the lasm'^ 
years, became alarmed. At first he shut hi , ei > 
in his official quarters taking all sorts of n nj , U P 
precautions against contagion. But this w -.«, ° mou# 
fieient. When the spread of the plague becarJ SUl " 
more rapid and reached the outlying district- 
cowar,lly tyrant went still further away and slln 
rclugc at Maracay. But still death pursued him ol 
"I Ins sons, the one he perhaps cared the most for Ati 
was stricken down and lived only a few hours. Gomei 
n l used to go near the dying man’s bedside. Next 
•mol her member of his family succumbed. All about 
"l, was dlsease - The pestilence swept on and on 

her skv 8 rt Ver faS, 1 e :, Under the cIouds of Septem- 
ninnl^l v. i’ I0Si ? C( ^ [ le va ^ a y s of Aragua and conta- 
tod ; st ,; ni as it spread so Gomez tried 

bv Hi ( ver Aether afield. More terrified 

w hich hW- a ? llcro ^ e than by the sound of firing, 
« the hern ( *° bear consta ntly in the distance, 
hia official ° 0( ember » heeded neither the call of 

mon henevo?^ POn n lblIitieS DOr the instincts of com- 
Thus it cn/ m °i >lP only of his own safety, 

at San Jua n that he at length found himself 

s °mo sulphur e ° S •^ orros , a village where there are 
the mountain S ^-i ln ^ S w ^hch lies at the base of 
80 deaf to co, m ' , ere hhis despot so cruel, so pitiless, 
111 rockv f . r . < v Ssl0n an( -t any spirit of pity crouche 
^ c ms Inu ch as one of the jaguars ol 


Bajo / 

rics an 
Goven 
henchi 

Hen 
left to 
medicJ 
Marqu 
at his 
ventui 
urgent 

of Goi 
in cha 
cals w 

as cer 
interfc 
trying 
charit 

It \N 
to ha^s 
the po 
unfort 
their f 
a hun 
out pi 
impos 
All th 
°f wb 
lookec 
evenir 
Physic 
a f 
s °me 

a eith e 

U) *r 



GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 


E>5 


Bajo Apure* seeks refuge in the hills when the prai¬ 
ries are on fire. With him wore his brother Juanchito, 
, . Governor of t he Federal Province, and a group of his 
henchmen. 

Here at San Juan Gomez stayed while his capital, 
left to its own resources, quivered in agony. Such 
medical service as there was was directed by Dr. 
Marquez Bustillos who had received orders to remain 
at his post while his master fled and who scarcely 
ventured to go a few miles out into the country on 
urgent business so much more did he fear the wrath 
of Gomez than the pestilence itself. But the police, 
in charge of Delgado Bricenco, one of those poor ras¬ 
cals who come to the surface during periods of unrest 
as certain crabs crawl out of the mud at high tide 
interfered with the activities of philanthropic societies 
trying to stem the tide of contagion for fear that this 
chanty might conceal a political maneuvre. 

It was about t his time that certain persons are said 
to have cal ed the attention of Gomez to the fate of 
the political prisoners shut up at La Rotonde. These 
unfortunate beings, locked in their narrow cells 
heir feet chained to iron balls weighing ten sixty or 
a hundred and seventy-five pounds apiLe were with 
out proper food or medecine of any kind It1 
impossible for them to assist one another in any wav 
All they could do was to watch tv»A a i i v 

of What seemed certain death And'nj f^ pr0aeh 
looked at them, and passed on On i h in', 1 Ca,ne > 
evening there stopped at each celf n r R hand 0ne 
Physician in favor with Don ln> i P A P e quena, a 

ssaast / 

,MUU!t addltioual cov °rs or drtSSWy kind are 

The prairie district of Venezuela. 
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allowed. He also distributed some medecine and 
on his way, well content doubtless with having « * 
out his charitable visit on behalf of his chief. Nol 
aiTlff le prisoner died. But neither did a single one W 
the remedies which Requena had left with them. * 
One morning when the sky was heavily clouded 
f eW weeks later a meeting was held at one of the new s , 
paper offices. In the center stood a plain wooden 
table. The room was lighted by a flickering lantern 
The men who had gathered here belonged to various 
ranks of society. Some of them were men of position 
other laborers, still others newspaper reporters. One 
noted towards the back of the courtyard the grey 
cloaks covering the uniforms of a number of officers. 

A lieutenant-colonel, several captains were present. 
By their side Were workmen silent, obedient, ready to 
go through with any task that might be assigned to 
them. As the delegates of the different sections of the 
city arrived each said a few words. Many had not 
slept for the past fifty-six hours. Nor had they stop¬ 
ped their feverish preparations to take any nourish¬ 
ment. In one corner on a couple of benches were the 
remains of a hasty meal, cold meat and a couple of 
empty bottles. On the linotype machine, the keyboard 
of which was lighted by a lantern held by a gigantic 
negro, a manifesto was being hurriedly set up. This 
proclamation was to be distributed that same day 
throughout the city. 

For the hour had arrived. The revolt was ready to 
wh^r. 0 ^’ ^ ^ ew before an episode had occured 
hroH Serve 1 d as an excellent excuse. While a cele* 

taking"placeTb/ ° f , the King ° f the Belgians 

had attLi/i P^ lce > whips and sabers in hand, 
civilians wb dispersed a group of students and 

front of th*°Air a i een fr° 1(iin g a demonstration m 

Allied legations. The flags of France, 
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England, Belgium, Italy and the United States had 
been torn from the hands of their bearers and 
students were thrown into prison after having e . 
violently heaten. This had been planned before an . 
Pedro Garcia had distributed leather thongs to tne 
police saying as he did so, « Cow-hide’s good enoug 
for the people of Caracas ». 

The charge of the police took place immediately 
after the usual speeches had been made. The ranks 
of the crowd contained besides the students and their 
friends many police spies who Were armed and ready 
for trouble. Needless to say they were not molested. 
For some reason, which has never been made clear, 
the Allied flags snatched from the students, those 
flags made glorious by the battles of Flanders, of the 
Marne and of the Carso and which were being waved 
hy young and enthusiastic patriots in an outburst of 
admiration, were turned over by the police to the 
representatives of the Allies. Monsieur Leonard Bour- 
seaux, the Belgian Charge d’Affaires, took the part 
of the crowd and angrily demanded the release of the 
persons who had been arrested, going so far as to pro¬ 
test in the neme of Belgium against the outrage that 
had taken place. The other ministers accepted the 
trophies so heroically won by the hirelings of Gomez. 
Among them, and especially prominent, was Preston 
Me Goodwin from the United States who played a 
double game, on the one hand sending the conspira¬ 
tors messages of encouragement and revolutionary 
traets, while on the other he received favors from 
official circles. 

On the morning of the meeting just described we 
were aware of what had taken place. And we teTe 
onscous of the indignation it had aroused through 
ot the city. Dr. Pedro Manuel Rni7 t Jl 

oi the «» 
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with his life in the midst of abominable ton 
the mistake of having trusted certain men and 
phrases,, had said to me. er ^in 

« You will see. This stupid riot will cost Go m 
power. All we will have to do will be to chow w w ^ 
back of the movement in favor of national i nc p , 
dence, which will come to a head shortly, i n 0r ^ Sn ' 
have the Allied powers withdraw their support 
Gomez and bring about his complete overthrow 

« No, doctor, I do not agree with you. What th* 
Venezueleans will not do with their own hands W ‘'i 
never be done by others. Do not count on forriD 
support. » 

And now our last preparations were being made It 
had been agreed that Colonel X was to seize the police 
headquarters and, acting in liason with the group 
who were to take possession of the automobiles that 
were in the public garages, patrol the city and con¬ 
centrate reserve bodies of troops in the suburbs. These 
would act in cooperation with General Y... who was 
to surprise La Guaira, where his arrival was already 

expected and which would give him the control of the 
harbor. 

In the meanwhile General Roberto Gonzalez, com- 
man mg a group of a hundred men, was to arrest 
a ar 5,f z Bustillos - acting President at Dos Caminos. 
wSi k S ’ / n V1 , ew of the chan ge, in the situation, 
be nin G i t 0r ? ed S ^ n proclamation which would 
his rcqiV . e ore and at the same time announce 
cas U r t:° n : ^° r ^ roo P s garrisoned at Cara- 

°f the reqn^.r 111 ^ i^ een assem bled in t he courtyards 

Pathized wit h d f rrac ^ s anc] the leaders who sym- 
the rest wp^t " ^omez regime having been, arrested, 
civic union ]< ° ^. roc tJi.e formation of a national 
^inf orcinct ff G P m g the same staffs of officers and 

Aguiar troops with the volunteers 
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from Caracas a few leaders would be enough raise the 
necessary forces to combat Gomez in the valleys of 
Aragua. It would be impossible for the latter to at¬ 
tack us for at least three days. By that time we would 
have been able to reach an understanding with the 
provinces of Carabobo, Lara and Falcon. We did not 
count on the support of Miranda. The other provinces 
knew what was going on and were too far away to be 
able to interfere in any way. Moreover by driving 
forward along the Tachira, Arauca and the Eastern 
sea-coast one energetic push would be sufficient. Cu- 
cuta, Curazao and Trinidad had already been infor¬ 
med of what was to take place. 

It had been agreed that a volley fired at four 
o’clock in the morning in the courtyard of the San 
Carlos barracks, situated just North of Caracas, 
should be the signal which would set the vast machine 
in motion. 


One of those present took up the enormous parcel 
of proclamations which were to be struck on the 
walls. Another distributed a few weapons. When I 
left the meeting-place only two of my companions 
remained crouching.in the courtyard. Their eyes were 
fixed on the stars. I went down towards the Grand 
Hotel in order to change my clothes, take a little rest 
and see to certain private papers I had in my room. 
On my way there an automobile filled with policemen 
passed me. It was going South. I stepped aside, 
retreating into the shadow cast by a gateway at the 
corner of Pajaritos. The strange car passed out of 
sight. My watch said half-past two. All precautions 
had been taken. The lines of the web were in tele¬ 
phonic contact with two outlying posts equidistant 
r ° m the center. No matter what unlooked for inci- 
. ent might occur nothing at, this eleventh hour, could 
mterupt the execution of our plans. The only thing 


6 
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it mio-ht do would be to modify them. And i n ev I 
0 .^ e two plans of campaign had been worked om*? 
meet every possible emergency. **] 

I only remained in my room a few moments. L ea 
i ns , the hotel I hired a broken down old carriag 
one of those vehicles whose coachman i s a j Wa y 
asleep. In it I drove by the Mamey barracks and t? 
one situated at the Planta Electrica del Pariaso, then 
on passed the long, gloomy, yellow wall of the RoW 
facing t he esplanade, in front of which two sentinels 
walked up and down. Everything was quiet. I left the 
carriage and strolled up, by way of San Francisco to 
the square beside the entrance to the Police Head¬ 
quarters, smoking as I did so. There, under a little 
tree stood two men, the head of the local police, Pedro 
Garcia and the Prefect. I thought they had recognized 
me. A few moments later I felt I was being followed. 
Two police spies were walking behind me, quite ca¬ 
sually humming a tune, as they came along. Consider¬ 
ing that it was late for an arrest to take place I did 
not worry but went over to a news-stand and bought 
a package of cigarettes. After which, without hurry¬ 
ing in the least, I returned to my hotel. The spies 
went off convinced that I was going to bed. I went 
out an hour later and walked towards the Place du 
Pantheon. 

San Carlos barracks, also known as La Trinidad,i* 
a couple of dozen yards away. I sat down in the shel¬ 
ter of a tree facing the clock which dominates the 
square. How slowly, how desperately slowly the hand 
moved. Half past three, a quarter to four, seven ml* 
nutes to four. Four o’clock. Slowly the four stroke* 
sounded over the silent park. The Avila loomed like 
n s ladow out of the mist. The lights grew dim. A 
oiewarning of dawn stole over the sky. ] 
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The volley which at four o’clock was to wake the 
city and the nation had not been fired. 

Something had gone wrong. The shape of the Pan¬ 
theon, with its ugly outline like an unsightly church 
showed itself in the growing light. 

What had happened to Captain Andrade Mora and 
the officers of Trinidad barracks ? 

Never, not the time I was shipwrecked, nor a little 
later on when I lay waiting for death in my prison 
cell, nor during the long nights of anguish and terror 
which lay before me, did I feel an agony comparable 
with that which flooded my being at this instant. 

It was not a plot that had failed. It was the Repu¬ 
blic which had perished. Yet all remained calm. Not 
a sound was to be heard. On a distant hillside glim¬ 
mered through the mists the lights of a little farm¬ 
house. 




CHAPTER XX 


The first victims are imprisoned. — A cowardly vengeance 
The obscure, far-fetched and personal causes of the 
of 1919. — Pen sketches of the Prefet Carvallo ana {5* 
Chief of Police. — Vicentico Gomez Gargantua, a charach 
out of Rabelais. — Why the nephew hatedhis uncle. Th r 

students. — The night of January 19. — Carvallo in action 

— Imprisonnent without trial. — The Governor’s message 

— Other arrests. — How the cells were arranged and the 
means of making them bearable. — Free ? — On the thres- 
hold of the torture chanber. — The whispering curtains. 
Pinero, the traitor. 




When I reached the newspaper office at ten o’clock 
after having spent several hours worrying about what 
had happened I heard that at eleven o’clock the 
night before the captain of Artillery, Luis Rafael Pi¬ 
mentel, had been arrested. Other arrests were also 
said to have taken place. A meeting was called im¬ 
mediately. Each of those present reported that he was 
being shadowed. I was the only one who noticed 
nothing unusual going on around me except the two 
spies who had accompanied me to my hotel. Never- 
eless we concluded that for the time being the 
police were merely suspicious without any real evi- 

tiorf to ^h ° n ’ an< ^ WC ^ad hest n °k Pay any attefl- 

not^!'\ W< 10 Ti UIe ^ i0se w h° had been arrested would 
a few ^ ^ would only be necessary to wa* 

view ot rh , r? ^ re again launching our enterprise, 
vous dnrirw* ^uV ever yone was more or lessJ^J 


(lurmry 4• —. ^ vcl pae was more ui 

g lhls P ei> iod when the European war ^ 
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drawing to its close and since it is characteristic of the 
Venezuelan temperament to pay more attention to 
what Mr Wilson might be saying than to what, was 
happening in their own backyard it was difficult to 
tell to what extent the government was really alarmed 

On the other hand the number of those taking part 
in the movement seemed to make success a certainty. 
That very morning some fifty young men had been 
hiding under the Junin Bridge waiting for the signal 
to be given Not receiving any news they emerged 
from their hiding place and went about their business 
without being molested in any way. The person in 
command of the two largest groupes of conspirators 
reported that till noon the only news he had received 
was thatof the arrest of Pimentel and of one or two 
others. This might be the result of some local intrigue 
in that particular barracks. Any suspicious action 
on our part would only hurt the prisoner’s cause. We 
agreed to separate and to remain on the alert. 

Fifty-six hours went by. One morning I was leaving 
the Grand Hotel when three automobiles making a 
great racket and driving at a desperate speed rushed 
by me. In the first car I recognized Vicente Gomez 
dressed in white and wearing a black band on his arm. 
His face was flushed, his small, clear yet stupid eyes 
scrutinized everyone he passed. In the other cars 
were members of that body-guard whom we used to 
call « the Gomez », poor rascals grasping rifles in 
a menacing attitude as though prepared to open fire 
on any one who ventured in make a threatening ges¬ 
ture in the direction of « General Vicente ». The three 
cars left in their trail an odor of gasolene and violence. 

It was reported that numerous arrests had been 
made in the different barracks, among those taken 
into custody being a major, some captains and a num¬ 
ber of non-commissioned officers. The Governor of 

Lai? 
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Caracas, Don Juancho was also stated to be in ,, 
city. The secretary attached to the governm.,,. lh « 
we were informed by friends of the Miraflor es 
whom he was stopping, presented the governer a 1 ^ 
list of those said to be compromised in the affair g 
Don Gua; cho ran his pencil through them alW? 
course the secretary really had no exact informal 
but he took this opportunity to revenge himself on 
certain number of his personal enemies. Vicente, whr 
had lost favor with his father on account of the mis¬ 
conduct he had been guilty of when he occupied the 
position of Inspector in the army, the duties of which 
position were actually porformed by one of his hench¬ 
men Pedro Alcantara Real, realised that the mo¬ 
ment was a good one to rehabilitate himself and show 
Gomez the Elder that his son had real ability, energy 
and will power. 

In addition to the menace formed by the actual 
conspiracy, of which he had not known anything in 
advance and about which he had not as yet found out 
anything, there was another factor which played a 
predominant part in determining the attitude adop- 
ted by young Gomez. The policy of Juan Vicente of 
confering positions and power on members of his 
family had led to the placing of his cousins and bro¬ 
ther-in-law at the head of important departments in 
different provinces. Later he trained his brother Juan 
umostomo to hold office, by a few years of«active 
contact with practical politics » as they were carried 
^ a ] *. le ca pital of the state of Miranda of which he 

, dul *° become the governor. It was Juan Cri- 
in"t h m ° 'u 10 iodowed closely what was being done 

tillos cn l ldu political spheres by Marquez Bus- 
former 111' by Lorenzo Carvallo, a 

turn obev ^i Vv! an ' ^ ece ^Jul and tricky. Carvallo & 
>td the ord ers of the chief of Police Pedr° 


Garcia 

the far 
he mai 

learnec 

he saw 

de-fer 
people 
tion 1 

cowan 

called 

tell-ta 

new f; 

brut- 1 

the ci 

tred ‘l 

tions 

these 

any o 

can si 

steel 

the m 

sincei 

contr 

the oi 

obedi 

Pedn 

his n 

whicl 

man 

own 

in his 

hy a 

a cib 

final] 

hand 




GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 


65 


Garcia a man whose antecedents may be judged from 
the fact that on coming to the city from his provinces 
he managed a house of ill-fame in the slums. There he 
learned to hate and despise the city and its people as 
he saw them through the frequent debauches of Pot- 
de-fer where he also heard what silly or careless 
people said about the national politics. The informa¬ 
tion thus obtained he passed on to that eternal 
coward Gomez who, a few yards away in his retreat 
called El Paraiso, was straining his ears to catch every 
tell-tale whisper. Since then Garcia had gained 
new favors from his master by the implacable and 
brut 1 manner in which he enforced « order » among 
the citizens of Caracas. What lay behind his ha¬ 
tred ? Where did it spring from ? These are ques¬ 
tions I cannot answer. Only those who make use of 
these human machines, these beings ready to execute 
any order, prepared to commit any sort of atrocity, 
can say in what searing fires have been tempered the 
steel of which such souls are made. The Prefect was 
the more clever of the two, the chief of police the more 
sincere. The former is wily, always knowing how to 
contrive ingenious schemes and to lay cunning traps, 
the other operates more directly and possesses a blind 
obedience such as one finds in half-civilized savages. 
Pedro Garcia would never act as an emissary from 
his master bearing to the victim the gilded cord with 
which to commit suicide ; if he is told that such a 
man is to die he would rather strangle him with his 
own hands. His value lies in his loyalty rather than 
in his intelligence .Such were the two men who, aided 
by a throng of acolytes ruled with : rod of iron 
a city whose citizens had first despised them and 
finally grovelled before their shadow. On the other 
hand Carvallo is capable occasionally of a kind action, 
°4 a generous deed. Naturally he is ashamed of such 
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incidents, refuses to admit that he has had anvH . 
to do with them, and to prove it immediat(*| v 
plays still greater violence and cruelty, 'flj f'** 
nevertheless remains and these alternate current- 
his character, which are all the more import 
account of the fear and respect with which he ig °® 
dered by the public, entitle him to be considerr^ 1 ' 
the least repulsive member of « the gang ». 

I met this man in circles where free speech <*ve • 
his presence was tolerated. It seemed at times ** 
though there was something in his soul that aspired 
towards better things. I feel that he deserves to fo 
pitied rather than scorned. Under a constitution;.] 
properly organized government Garcia would have a 
remarkable fine head of the secret service. Gomez turn¬ 
ed him into a blood-stained executioner. This is one 
more sin that tyrants have on their conscience, that 
they warp natures which Almighty had shaped for 
higher ends. 


Each man watching his neighbors, both those im¬ 
mediately over him whom he seeks to denounce and 
those below him by whom he is constantly liable to 
e e rayed, such is the form of society which Gomez 
has developed and which holds him in position. Un- 
er sue 1 a regime the police force has plenty to do. 
t r , r j v 1 1 le £ rea ^ er P ar t of their activity is devoted 
and , ma ^ ers ’ b y which I mean the persecution 

th* crimTn J 01 ! an ^ °PP os ition party, nevertheless 
No son?, 3 t aS f 6S are also carefully watched, 
the scene t hi <( *’ eni:ra ' ’> Viccntico appeared oi 
the opnortm^f 6 re f llzed what was taking place anc 
was for exam n/ e f * le s ^ ua ^ on offered him. Then 
the latter’s hr fif * are cbance to show his father tha 1 
believed wu !> tm’ * n wbosc capacities the Presided 
be had allowed a but a f ° o1 - That, for instance 
a vast conspiracy to be hatched unde! 





GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 


67 


his very eyes in the capital and even among the 
On the ot her hand it was for Vicentico to indicate that 
he was a real leader, the only man capable of handling 
the situation properly, of winning back the officers 
or at least of preventing the movement from spread¬ 
ing. This desire on the part of Vicentico was all the 
stronger as he had for a long time felt bitterly about 
the partiality his father displayed towards DonGuan- 
cho. His jealousy had increased as time went on and 
become acute when, upon entering public life, his 
favorites, some officers and unscrupulous Caracians, 
impressed on him that he was far superior to the 
« heir apparent »in intelligence and force of character. 

In addition to this there was a profound antipathy 
for his uncle, one of those antipathies one finds in the 
primitive characters of whose who, like savages, are 
impulsive, obey only their appetites and can only be 
checcked through fear or force. 

Such men drive through life at full speed, the way 
they drive their motor cars. And in the present ins¬ 
tance the story was told how one day driving his 
racing car Vicentico had crashed into that of Don 
Guancho and been severely scolded by his father. Now 
that his elder brother was dead of influenza and with 
the other « heirs to the crown » too young to matter 
Vincentico felt more than ever his anomalous posi¬ 
tion. It was to increase his importance in the eyes 
of the public, that, on being appointed Inspector of 
the Army he had set up a petty court of his own and 
displayed his mistress « La Perla » on the balcony of a 
brilliantly illuminated house facing the fashionable 
square of Altagracia in the most aristocratic quarter 
ol Caracas. His receptions, which resembled orgies 
in more than one respect, were attended by a certain 

amoMth l !r ‘° Cal ! ntelll g encia and his followers 
'°iig the officers and society folk. He also received 
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serious backing rom all t hose opposed to D 0 „e 
cho. These satellites fanned Vincentico’g ani r;) “; ( n - 
towards his uncle declaring that the latter’s exi^ 
formed the one serious obstacle that would p rcv Cf; 
his taking over eventually the authority exercised 'T 
Gomez the Elder. Meanwhile the President calm! 
watched a situation develope which he was unabh p 
control either as a father or as a head of the clan J 
situation which was the direct outcome of his poli c j 9 
while at the same time it threatened the future safet^ 
of the members of his own family which he had cons¬ 
tantly sought to favor. Never had the son of a Presi¬ 
dent of the Republic of Venezuela so openly adopter] 
the attitude of direct successor to his father. It was 
not by inherited merit that Vicentico put forward 
his claims but by virtue of dynastic authority. And 
that authority, that dynasty, had neither pragmatic 
reasons for existence not traditional antecedents. It 
had been born of a mad thirst for power on the part 
of a savage despot who was precipitating his nation 
towards inevitable catastrophe accompagnied by 
domestic and family conflict. 

Such was the situation of Vincentico Gomez at the 
nm o which I am now writing. Indirectly abetting 

dpc?» m a / 1S ac .^ ons we Marquez Bustillos, also 
on °j P 1 ^* 11 ? his devotion to the tyrant’s cause 

rable rprm f ° P r ^ va ^ e matters and unfavo- 

reached P the S ears of niH l r ttitUde which had tec&Al l 

Bustillos o« . ,[ d Gomez - In less than a week 

hundred civi? 1 ^ muc h- By his orders over a 
^prisoned anc * °^cers were arrested and 

prisoners werv^ P er ®° nn ally was present when the 
Were given to h ^ Ues B°ned -— and tortured. Orders 

k h ° ha d escane/f of the alleged conspirators 

brought back to r° the P r °vinces followed up and 

ar acas. Thanks to inhuman I° r ' 
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I nn'rt inflicted on t he unhappy victims certain con¬ 
fessions portly t rue, partly false, were wrur jS, j 
t hem. The importance of all this was exagerat <- 
H foils were made to involve in the affair the name 
I he greatest possible number of people in order 
prove to Gomez the extent of the danger from whic 1 
he hud been rescued, that his life had been m danger, 
mol I hat tortures as dreadful as those he practised on 
his enemies had been planned for him. 

1 luring I his period a series of ridiculous and bruta 
md rages took place in Caracas. For instance there 
was I lie case of Jose Abreu, who, in the days of Castro, 
had given Eustoquio Gomez, the assassin of Mata 
Ulus, I he maximum sentence and had since been 
annoyed under any conceivable excuse. Abreu was 
arrested in the office of a lawyer where he had sought 
refuge, beaten, handcuffed and dragged off to prison 
as though lie had been a dangerous criminal. At the 
same time a young man named Jorge Luciani, was 
arrested, accused of having pasted up some political 
posters that had made their appearance, the same 
treatment was given to Dr Jose Juliac 1 « because he 
had bowed to Abreu ». Already General Pablo Giuseppi 
Monagas « the last link connecting us with civiliza- 
Iion » and Dr Aquiles Iturbe Were behind the bars. 
The two men had been attacked for different reasons. 
In I he case of the former his activity in connection 
will) the aidi-Gomez movement was merely suspec¬ 
t'd, while in regard to the latter the intrigues he had 
personae Iy carried on against the regime were known, 
l,u ' prominent position in local politics which Mona- 
P* and Iturbe held made ther arrest an event of 
* x l r< vmc significance. 


H^^-'-uHeanlustonan who has for several years been 
* Uu exile m New York. 
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In the entire polloy of repn^in,, I h.m„ wll(1 
il sought primarily to ntmfy I heir pei*o tm | , *4 



it sought primarily >«■ pers-111,1 

( , of Marque* Uustillo* hm putp«»s«% 

I iimillli'iul lit/ hid lltlriutunti... ... * ^1 


the casr^t" - -■ - , f r-r’-r w . u - 

efface any effect produced by Ins luk^»w««rm nilitu«i 
during the influenza epidemic, while young 
seised the opportunity to establish liin claim t„ [* 
d the logical ■"<•« < . ..! to his fat h< r bj 
ving that the supporters of Don Guanehn were irar*^ 
sible for the spread of such a movement m the 
by not taking the proper steps to suppress it. .\t thr 
same time Vieenlieo was delighted to be able to ^ 
revenged on Caracas for the disdain the city had 
shown towards the cowardly tyrant during the «pid,.. 
mic and the alarm Gomez had felt in finding there an 
opposition to his pro-Gerinan policies. To be sure the 
reports which were presented to t he supremo ma«br 
were based on testimony of somewhat doubtful value 
since they were generally obtained by secret revela¬ 
tions secured from miserable stool-pigeons, or torn 
from the lips of men suffering unmentionable tor¬ 
tures. Such as they were however they provedthor* 
roughly satisfactory and wo find in them that stum 1 
« unanimity » which was displayed by the boards ot 
local aldermen. 

In spile of the terrible experiences of the past, u 
spite of knowing a ggod deal of what was being plan 
n* ( against us, in spile of seeing every day peoph 
being arrested who were involved in the oonspirnci 
aw others who had nothing to with it, we refused U 
ose 10'pc. We realized that the government wasstrik 

■ f ? n lf ‘ al so far it had tm certain infer 

it h#Ii 6 | ,, | 0n . W l * C ^ <0 H( * Consequently we consider** 
to turn 4 i <a ^ m ‘ Ul< * ®nse, to wait for the tid< 

•ctiviUi-s oMi !" 'i‘ p wlmt fniKDienU of our worklh' 
to Proceed " police might overlookund, above"" 

P tUdl W1,h ‘lie sacred twtieuco of the indu* 
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trious ant, to rebuild what had been destroyed. Some 
of the leaders of the movement had left the city and 
were in hiding. Among them was Pimentel, Job Pirn 
as we called him. Pirn’s refuge was the estate of a 
sympathizer who had given me the key. I took him 
there in a carriage, got him settled and implored him 
not to go out. The imprisonment of his brother Cap¬ 
tain Pimentel had affected him deeply. He assured 
me that nothing mattered to him any more and that 
he wished it was over for good and all. I argued with 
him and showed him tha t patience and an assured bear¬ 
ing might enable us to carry matters off and leave 
us in a position to make another attempt before very 
long. Pirn seemed convinced and promised that Jie 
would remain in his hiding place. 

The following morning I went to the newspaper 
office and he telephoned from where he was. 

« Anything new ? » he inquired. 

« Nothing so far. But be sure and stay where you 
are, » I replied. The idea that he might be taken pri¬ 
soner while in this state of nervous depression wor¬ 
ried me both on his account and -I admit- on my 
own. 

My advice was not followed. Pirn left his hiding 
place. With leisurely steps he strolled down to the 
Prefecture accompagnied by the manager of the print¬ 
ing plant where his paper was brought out, to keep 
nu appointment which the Prefect Carvallo had given 
tnm. Once he had crossed the threshold Pirn and his 
companion were not allowed to leave the premises. 
When they asked the reason the reply was that an 
Investigation into their recent activities was being 

question d ^ be necessar y ho ask them a few 

llwt, night when I asked Tirado Medina, one of the 
°yees at the prefecture, whether there were any 
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serious reasons back of Job Pirn’s arrest he r 
in a perfectly natural manner, « Nothing special t 
his brother he’s supposed to have been mixed u . 
some military intrigue. They are afraid if they d ? 
lock him up he’ll talk too much. » * ° n ’t 

Tirado left a few moments later after again a?' 
ring me that as far as « Jobito » was concerned tf-?' 
was nothing to worry about. Leoneio Martinez, one?? 
the other men on the paper, had stayed at hom e ° 
account of ill health .From Eduardo Coll Nunez the 
manager of the Bolivar Printing plant, we, Antonio 
Jose Calcano Herrera, the director of the Pitorreos 
and I, who was the only member of the staff still at 
large, learned that Carvallo had issued orders to * sus¬ 
pend »the publication of the paper. Neither the ma¬ 
nager of the print shop nor Herrera had had anything 
to do with the conspiracy, which was the real reason 
for the Prefect’s taking this step. The dislike for this 
comic and satiric paper, which might be compared to 
the French « Charivari »in its best days, was general 
in official circles because it was considered a center of 
dissatisfaction. 

I felt distincly uneasy when I left the Prefecture. 
I felt sure that neither Pedro Manuel Ruiz nor any 
of the other prisoners who knew anything about the 
conspiracy would say a word. They would be able the 
css likely to speak as they would know that any par¬ 
tial confession would immediately implicate the man 
w o made it and be used against him. Nor was there 
^rry need to fear that there was any evidence against 
ic or t ose who had taken any active part in the 

in am™ 0 ?? ! )U<J not mad e themselves conspicious 

oUh! h + le ^ iiferen t demonstrations in which some 
nection °t lea ?, ^ le P ar ty had indulged. In this con 

flamed ^ * 10w one firebrands, w 0 

P whenever there was no real danger, ha 
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upraidtul mo recently because we, the « 
tunls » were merely passive spectators of w M . _ 
going on. I stared at him and smiled. I have no us., 
i his type of agitator whose effective action is lirni . 
to shouting and niout long fine sounding phrases. fvS ' 
are one of t he afflictions of this decadent age. 

My self-appointed champion of Freedom-tnere 
being not the shadow of any person connected wi 
the forces of low and order visible at the mo men , 
refused to let. me off so easily. Pale with emotion and 
positively spitting patriotic fervor he exclaimed . 

« But they have violated the Constitution They 
have outraged the spirit of Democracy. They have 
actually arrested Juliac. Something must be done 
immediately. » 

« Yes there are two things to be done. One is keep 
one’s mouth shut and the other is not to get drunk on 
words. 

Between half past eight and nine o’clock on the 
evening of Juanary 19th I went out with two of my 
friends to the Cirque Metropolitain. One of my com¬ 
panions left us at the Place San Pablo, now known 
as Place Bermudez. The other man, Coll Nunez, went 
on with me. The hall crowded with working people, 
looked somewhat like a cheap, popular movie-palace. 
It was there, in public, that we were in the habit of 
meeting, picking up the latest bits of news ans pas¬ 
sing them on to one another while strolling about in 
an apparently casual manner. While I had been at 
dinner word had come that some of the prisoners und 
der torture had made serious statements. In fact 
several friends had warned me to leave my hotel 
and go into hiding. But I felt that I had a duty to 
perform first. I wished to warn the others involved in 
|he affair, workmen, fathers of families, who expec- 
nig nni to tell them if matters became serious 
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and if they had to get under cover. I felt that I h} I 
be the last to seek concealment. At any rate tj H !° r uld 
that I was arrested would prove a danger si Kl l| f 
others and insure their safety. b 01 U) 

Hardly had Nu ez and I entered the first ( } c 
on the left side of the building and walked a few £l 
into the vestibule when Prefect Carvallo, carefully 
gloved in grey and with a pleasant smile, advanced to 
meet us. He held out his hand. 

« What a piece of luck, I just was wondering if j 
would see you. There is something I want to speak to 
you about but,» he went on calmly indicating the 
crowd all around us, « this is not the place for a talk. 
My carriage is outside. Please step into it. » 

Na turally this farce did not fool me for an instant. 

A glance showed that we were in the midst of a group 
of plain-clothes detectives. One of them was particular- 
ly well known to me. He was a poor devil called 
Casanova, a notorious police spy, who had been 
shadowing me for several days and was all the more 
easy to identify on account of an enormous and very 
hairy mole. The sight of it always reminded of one 
of the curly mustaches of Marquez Bustillos. Tonight 
although Casanova was supposed to look like a man- 
about-town he had forgotten to shave his capillary 
decoration. 

Continuing his comedy Carvallo politely helped mo 
in to the carriage, which was a victoria drawn by two 
horses, and sat down beside me with Coll Nunez op* 
posite us. He chatted along aimiably, adressing hi» 
remarks to both of us and seeking to convey the ij® 
pression that«the whole thing was nothing hut a ° 

0 gossip », whereas he was in a position to te ^ 
/uT rca ^y interesting news and would do so shot y 
.he talked I noticed that there were two m° n , 
the box beside the coachmen and that we were 
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lowed by two motorcyclists and another carriage, 

As we drove along* Coll and I remained calm, 
replying quietly and in a faintly ironic tone to the 
chatter of Carvallo. As I have already said he dis¬ 
likes intensely having to play a part of this kind. One 
can tell this by his gestures, his glances, the kind of 
ill assumed cordiality with which he seeks to hide his 
irritation. 

A few moments after the victoria had stopped 
outside t he police barracks a swarthy faced man with 
a moustache as black as the paint on the carriage 
came to meet us. We passed in front of the guard¬ 
house where seven eight gendarmes where dozing 
lazilily. We entered one of the wating-rooms. There 
the Prefect, standing up very straight, informed us 
that we were under arrest. 

« By whose orders and on what grounds ? » I asked 
him. 

«By orders received from my superiors. They orde¬ 
red... 1 mean I was told... I should say they wished 
me... » he stammered awkwardly. 

« At any rate you have had orders. That’s the main 
thing », I said to help him out. 

The Chief of Police Perro Garcia was seated at a 
little table. A moment before Carvallo has said to me 
speaking of Edouardo Coll,« Tell him to go into ano¬ 
ther room » Before Coll had time to do so Carvallo 
asked « What arc the names of the reporters on the 
« Pittoreos ». 

« Mr Francisco Pimentel, Mr Leoncio Martinez ». 

1 understood the reason for the question and admir- 
J'jl the promptness with which Coll replied. Evidently 
these were the two men whose names were supposed 
" be given in case of emergency. Coll has so often 
r ( ^ u 1 he P a P er he was on suspended that he has acqui- 
a * P°hcc-court manner ». In the present instance 
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he knew just how to treat Carvallo and turn 
dangerous questions. It lor instance some one s h ' 
him an editorial attacking the government he 
open his eyes in amazement and declare « I 
nothing about that, I’m only the printer. And any 
I can’t see that there’s anything to make a fuss 0 \>r 

This is how he has managed many a time to W 
his printing plant open and prevent the authority 
from breaking up his presses and throwing the tyj* 
out of the window. 

I remained a lone with Pedro Garcia. As in the cas* 
of Coll he asked me to hand over to him any valuable 
I might have about my person. These included mv 
cuff-buttons, my watch, my loose change. 

« Any weapons ». he inquired. 

A policeman stepped forward ready to search me. I 
stopped him with a gesture. For several days I had 
been carrying in my trousers, pocket a little dagger 
with a short blade and an ivory handle. This I took 
and lay on the table. 

Pedro Garcia slipped the knife out of its sheath 
then put it back and nodded his head significantly 
as he did so. Next he signed to me that I was to follow 
a gendarme who led the way upstairs and conducted 
me into one of the officers’ rooms at the end of the 
corridor on the first floor. There I went to sleep. 


There I saw the dawn of January 20 touch the y 
low walls and fall into the deep courtyard from whi 
rose a medley of noises. There were yells, the bs 
gmg of doors, the thumping of broom-sticks, t 
f! a lJ songs of drunken men. In short the lock-i 
the «jug », the cess-pool of society. It is over this sp 
e known to the pimp, the whore, the thief and t 
hi* * men * of a11 sorts that Pedro Garcia exercr 

It k tV ° r *^ without restraint or check of any ' lI 
ere that he orders men and women to 
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beaten, throttled, tortured in a hundred ways. His 
inventive gifts along these lines and those of some of 
hiscelebrated henchmen, such as Pedro Gonzales, Eu¬ 
genio Castillo known as « Horse’s head », and the rest 
have given the place an evil, loathsome reputation. It, 
does not matter what the offense may be for which a 
man is thrown in here, the highway robber and the 
well-bred lad out on a lark get the same treatment, 
so do also the parricide and the political prisoner. It’s 
part of Garcia’s famous system. And the system 
works. 

Every few minutes men passed my door on their 
way to another room where they would change their 
hats, their clothes and their faces but, unfortunately, 
not their souls. They were the police spies about to 
go on duty in the city. The policemen who had slept 
in the beds n xtto mine began to get up. They puffed 
and grunted already tired,though their day’s wok had 
notyet begun. One of them offered me a cup of coffee 
another a cigarette. But the guard at the door kept, 
his eye on me. Could I go down stairs ? No I must 
remain in this room. Some orders was given in a gruff 
voice, the room emptied itself. The attitude of the 
gendarmes on duty, who an instant before had trea¬ 
ted me tolerantly seemed to have changed. They 
refused to look at me. They declined to reply to a 
remark 1 made. One of them said curtly, « You are in 
close confinement. Do you understand that ? If there 
is anything you want you must ask that gentleman 
for it ». 

« That gentleman » being the gendarme who acted 
as sentinel and walked up and down between the two 
doors. 

1 wanted many things. A blanket for instance, for 
1 had suffered cruelly from the cold as I lay on the 
fetched straw mattresses in the drafty room. I was 
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hungry and my thirst had by ho means been qucu^t 
ed by the single glass o water I managed to obtain 
I wanted to get word to my hotel for them to sen,j 
me my luggage in case I should have to stay here any 
length of time. I asked for these things. And receive^ 
no answer. 

I glanced about the vast room divided by a wooden 
partition from a similar one which probably was of the 
same size and used for the same purpose. There seed¬ 
ed to be a great deal of activity going on among th e 
policemen. Those in my room were busy brushing their 
uniforms, shining their shoes. A word here and there 
which I managed to pick up gave me a clue to what 
it was all about. That day, January 20, the Governor 
Don Guancho was to present his report to the muni¬ 
cipal council and all the enthusiasm that the city 
fathers and hired police force would be called on to 
display was hardly enough to properly solemnize such 
a great occasion. The secretaries, appointed by his 
brother drew up most amazing speeches for Don 
Guancho to deliver under such circumstances. For 


instance when mentioning that some streets have been 
repaired, the drains inspected, the houses in certain 
districts renumbered, that the parks are green and 
that the police are wearing longer drawers Don 
Guancho feels obliged to refer to Herbert Spencer, to 
quote Louis XIV and Bolivar, to speak of his bro¬ 
ther as « the noble, lion-hearted general » and bring 
in some temarke about«the universal conflagration 
Taking advantage of the agitation which this 
so emu event provoked an officer o! the police depart¬ 
ment entered the room and, having spoken to the 
sen me , laid a roll of blankets on one of the bed 3 
saying rapidly as he did so. 

lo r ) t T e 0r , le brou S ht this for you. The hotel has been 
m t0 send You over your meals. »> 
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I opened the package. It contained cigarettes and 
sweets. My family was not in Caracas at the time, my 
friends were doubtless panic-stricken over what was 
happening, all my life I have seldom encountered 
anyone who took pity on me. Who could have thought 
of me under such circunstances ? With all the 
attention of a prisoner I examined the sack contai¬ 
ning the candy, the paper in which the cigarettes 
were wrapped. In one corner a woman’s nail had scrat¬ 
ched some letters : Brale. 

I understood-and I was overcome with admiration. 
The word meant so much to me... and so little. It 
was one of those expressions, one of those catch¬ 
words that are born in a moment of pleasure, that 
have an intimate personal significance known only 
to those who coin them Brale... the word brought, 
it all back to me. The episode, banal and shortlived* 
one of a hundred such that had passed during the 
dear, dead days of my vanished youth. I was no an¬ 
chorite, I lived and loved. Chance love, fleeting love, 
here today and gone tomorrow. And of such an instant 
had come this act of gratitude, of affection. She had 
not forgotten and, with a soul braver than that of 
any man, had sent this token to me in my hour of 
need. On the hill of Calvary the mystic painters 
of the XVI th century have placed a woman. And 
that woman was a woman of the streets. 

Suddenly there was a noise in the corridor. A man 
e nt e red the room hurriedly. As he did so his hat fell 
on. Behind him came a gigantic policeman with a 
hostile expression. The policeman motioned to his 
companion to pick up the hat and throw it on one of 
the beds. Then he said, « Sit down ». 

a few r W tT al T S T T reS Abandero * We had met 

office d x yS ^ ef ° re at a Saioon next t0 the newspaper 
* I understood he had just been arrested. He 
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. , , . . cneak to me. I pointed to the sentinel 
ft Iden partition through the mtersti^ 
which we were probably being watched. 

Food was brought to us and we ate a cordial m Cai 
1 ilkins about unimportant matters, about books ay 
,11 s orts of things that had nothing to do with th e 
position in which we found ourselves. Later 0llt 
common misfortunes were bring us very close tog e . 
thor till the day when death separated us forever. \ 
am not sure whether the man who had brought 
Abandero in was Pedro Gonzales or Eugenio Castillo. 
At any rate he was a coward and a wretch. He treated 
his prisoner with t hat stupid insolence such beings 
display to men of better class than themselves. 

I tried to make my companion forget what he had 
just been through by telling stories. He in turn spoke 
with a profound emotion about Gabriel Munoz, that 
distinguished negro poet whom I admire so greatly. 
Later with a touching and almost boyish pride, he 
showed me a hiding place in his overcoat in which 
he had slowed away twenty-five pesoes « in case any- 
' nng might happen to us » and which his guards had 
overlooked when they searched him. 

t eight o clock an officer came by and whispered 
he sentinel. I caught a phrase of what was said. 

former »?° ln ^ lo a trip « down under ». « A 
that me-nir T SUUi ( ' x P erience had taught me what 
prison of iV p <( down under », was to go to the 
Torrez A b a ,^ 0t0nde - 1 did not say anything to 
one of ^; lcr ° . in order not to dist urb him. Which 

sl owhour went, hv'u/ °i ta ^ e i°urney ? A long 
ail( l go to slecn n ° lad In ade up our minds to try 
had been lvincr H Was (J hout half past eight and we 

^ganlic black nolir n ° n ^ a ^ ew moments when the 
■ G - 1 
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Knowing of old how valuable such things are m 
prison I arranged t o do up my belongings m a blanke . 
While the orderly was carrying out my scanty luggage 
I said good-bye to Torres Abandero who, sitting up 
on his bed, watched the scene silently. The next time 
I saw him months later, he was only a shadow of his 
former self. He had become a wretched skeleton of a 
man, his boody covered with sores, who dragged him¬ 
self about with his chains. Later still I was destined to 
hear his ravings as death approached, and the long 
agony of his death-rattle. 

My departure took place rapidly and quietly. 
Pedro Garcia was in the office down-stairs. He hand 
ed my guard a closed envelope containing my mo*' 
ney and other valuables. Like the night before he 
said to me, « Follow those gentleman ». This time his 
voice was gruff with anger and I felt that he had to 
make an effort not to insult me. What had taken place 
in the meanwhile ? My indignation of the day before 
had changed into a sort of ironical, disdainful poli¬ 
teness towards these rascals who dared to arrest, 
search and imprison me and who took such a profes¬ 
sion seriously. In spite of the tragic elements in the 
situation I could not help thinking there was some¬ 
thing farcical about it. All this appearance of brutality 
is only an annoying method they use to keep their 
positions and earn their living. The prison warder 
who accompanied me had my fate enclosed in a 
weighty envelope which Pedro Garcia handed him as 


I hoTnfTr T entere t a carriage. The last glimps. 
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'u'fori m'i 1 me from bolh sides of the street. Ann,], 
ilieemnn rlimbed on the box. One of those 


Opposite me pretended to look at the road, the othe^ 
(j u > famous « Horse/s Head », kept his eyes fixed o' 
mc in a sinister fashion. I watched him also. It Wa ^ 


er 
Se ^ted 


clear that lie did not deserve his nickname. To 


it to him was an insult to a noble quadruped, jjjg 
face is I hat of one of morons described by Lombroso^ 
lie has enormous jaws, the eyes of a tartar. No animal 
has that expression in its eyes. People familiar with 
the member of the pig family which we call a « baba» 
and which is to be found on the plains of Venezuela 
will recognize in its flattened skull, with its two pro¬ 
tuberances in front and the nightmarish jowl, a per¬ 
fect resemblance to this notorious criminal. 

the carriage rolled on through the darkness. It 
rolled on towards my fate, towards a torture chamber 
perhaps, or perhaps towards death... „ 

1 hose who have never experienced such emotions, 
who do not know the force of character necessary to 
resist I lie grinding, crushing round of weeks, month 
;md years of monotonous, endless suffering, but who 
n< \ cri lie)ess dare to speak lightly and even ironically 
nl " polilieal » prisoners, will never understand with 
w ml, disdain we regard the spectacle of their craven, 
comfort able lives. 

V>w and I lien I caught a glimpse of lights as we 
< i<>\‘ a ong, I heard the clanging of a tramway. An 
M ,r panted P asse d US. From the distance 
a nr Jn / r 7'** °* a s ^ ree t hawker, the laughter of 
mil (I,!.." hnigth the carriage stopped. We got 
londe T| W,I,> 7i* 1 *‘ rou gh the guard room of the Ro- 
wilhlonni! | Wa 8 Wor ° painted yellow and pierced 
hlod 0 b, ir r? aad ? ma11 win duws. The place resem- 
gntlurul vni! S,a . 11 , nn ’and a prison. An officer in a 

' u, ed << Attention !» Over the second 
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door-way was one of those hypocritical signs that are 
put up by t hose who erect poor-houses, hospitals and 
prisons,« Hate crime, pity the man who commits it ». 

As we passed a newly enrolled member of the police 
exclaimed, 

« They are still coming along in all their swell 
clothes. » 

« And you, poor devil», I replied, « you are nothing 
bill a poor slave to whom they have given putties and 
a gun. » 

The officer interrupted us harshly. Later I recalled 
the bitterness with which the boy had spoken. What 
a sordid satisfaction it must have been to this child 
of the slums to see gentlemen fallen into this inferno. 
It was t he spirit of an unconscious Socialist that those 
cruel, stupid words expressed, the suffering and rage 
of the outcast. Poor chap. 

1 was left in a low-roofed room where there were 
two benches and a small table. After I had been there 
a little while a young, pleasant mannered man came 

pad' 11 SPOk ° t0 me ’ making notes of my replies on a 

<' Your name ? lour age ? Your profession ? And » 
Ik added with a smile, «the reasons for your arrest 9 , 
<« Put down — anything you like... >> 

lie laughed and offered me a cigarette I sat down 
agam and waited for something to h rLn P; 

minutes passed. A short man dressedTn S'f 
suite so carefully pressed and creased tti. te 

We v" e i hl i 8 way - *> he s aid- 
Vt Wei ^ down a gallerv th^n n , 

feaneiy, then through a corridor 
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Another short man m uniform wearing h.s cap on u 6 
b a( .k of his head came to meet us. He was old £ 
and good-natured. A young and servile looking’^’ 
accompagnied him. I was obliged to jump through the 
opening of a barred gate. Beyond this was a low, vile 
smelling room with a straw mattress in one corner 
Here I was searched. The man in uniform treated me 
in an off-hand manner. He made me give him my 
suspenders, my necktie, my garters, my shoe-strings 
and my narrow leather belt. While I was doing this 
he told me that he was too «in confinment ». He was 
employed to take these articles away from each new 
prisoner. When I expressed my astonishment that 
we are deprived of such innoffensive articles he 
explained : 

« You see it’s this way. Every now and then one of 
the prisoners looses his nerve and commits suicide, 
generally by hanging himself. That’s silly though. 
Ihe great thing, buddy is to take things easy and not 
worry. Is there anything you want ? » 

As my thirst was still unquenched I asked him for 

80nic wa *. cr - brought it and as he handed it to me 

r* 11 / (ouliall y *You don’t need to be scared. The jug 
belongs to me. » 

wi/h i k a ^ 0ne ^ 0I a mon ient and then came back 
Ihpo,, ■ e l nan w ^° hod been waiting outside for 
them j anous 01 'malities to be finished. I followed 

Tl " liltle m “ ,ht 

have niade^hi^'d,!! 1 } < llat llus person, who seemed to 
bad such a [ \ .n 108 ° 1 ^ °f a visiting card, and who, 
1 y r a8... orra \i ^ lll p 0 ^P ress ion was called Santiago 
XH 'Umof the Gom * ° ° ne ^ ^orras ». He was another 
!‘‘ l fr ° l u a man int ^ /^ ^ m ’. an °bber unfortunate turn- 
Cad Prisoners ubonf 1 11M( bine, whose duty it was to 

Ut and s <* them properly chained 
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,,,, It was he who was supposed to pass°*SyStho 

of t lie « General »to Carmelo Medina, a ^ other 
enjoyed tlx- full confidence of his.sup Rot , onde was 
member of the « high command »a La Ko 

the secretary Uoa. He also had the> tiU »'^ n these 
Rea was another type of man vi■-> - d sc hool- 

circles a combination of a swashbuck i ffar 

master. When he laughed there 
countenance two rows of very w 1 , P 

like t hose of a shark. „inmnv 

We walked a few steps further. Another g J 

courtyard of which the pavement sloped steeply. 
Another barred gateway. Another door which creaked 
as it opened. The short man called : « Nereo » . 

A pale, livid creature appeared. He had a retreating 
forehead and eyes that squinted. In order to pass a 
second barred gte lam obliged to hop on one leg. At 
the end of a vestibule about three meters long there 
appeared a dark well. It ressembled a stone tube. In 
the sides were cut long narrow openings, hung with 
white rags t hat remind one of winding sheets. That 
in what they really arc. Each of these marks the 
opening is a cell. These are twenty-three below, 
twenty-five above. To reach the upper tier one climbs 
a dirty, shaking strairway as narrow as that of a 
church tower. 

In the circular courtyard about twelve meters in 
diameter lay two or three men. Nereo walked 
ahead of me bearing an enormous hammer. Behind 
us came two orderlies and I heard the chains theby 
carried clatter with a sinister noise. When we 
reached cell n° 41 we stopped. Like some of its neigh¬ 
bors it had no curtain but resembled a black, empty 
«ave, yawning dismally at us. The little man took out 

a^id?, Sin. ^ °' derlieS nailed Up prom P ll y 
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Inside it smelt musty and rank, of damp * arK 
or the open tombs of a forgotten grave-yard. I s t 
bled over piles of filth. When my eyes became acc^~ 
tomed to t he pale light that filtered through the whit' 
curtain — only two miserable, feeble lanterns lighted 
t his witches’ stadium with its leprous, slimy walls n, 
nine pillars holding up a roof that partially coveres its 
and its circular passage, that runs around the vaults 
on the first floor — I noticed that there was a pl an k 
fixed against the end wall. The cell was two metres 
long by one and half metre wide and a little more 
than twg metres high. I stood up against the plank 
One of the orderlies removed my shoes. They next 
placed two iron rings around my ankles. Between 
these they passed a heavy iron bar. Then came the 
strokes of the heavy hammer waking the echoes of 
this dreadful spot as the anklets were rivetted into 
place. The whole thing must have weighed between 
seventy and seventy-five pounds. 

« Ii \ and pull a foot out », ordered Nereo. 

As I did not obey quickly enough he pulled one of 
my feet to see if by bending it I could drag it out of 
the infamous ring. I tried to conceal the pain he cau- 
me and bit my lower lip with my teeth. I felt mad 

on l S ? m s * fairly strong, I threw myself 

l l, " , ’ | 1 . nk and Picking up the pair of grillos I made 
Uiun rattle against the wood. 

rag overT^ 0 " 8 Went 0ut The y nailed the white 
strip of ji„]'| -"T fr0m to P 4-0 bottom. Not a 

oneof hem nSSTw T nd the ed S es - As ««>y letl 

down here w e treat’ ' CV6 ke ? P his coura S e up. Bul 

,llt - white e cun!i!!' The faint kghi filtered in through 
Were spotted with (Jul 8 ! unereal manner. The walls 

* ^ le pi^uk on which I lay wa9 
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rotten with moisture “the cTihng signaling to one 
spiders walked about on t - ^ the arms oi 

remrph^. walltheir shadows assumed 

hung him up by his testicles m the^ barrack > 

San Carlos to make him confess tto name^ ^ 

« accomplices ». When for hlood 

his bonds were undone, he spat a gre i . ,> 

and died. A similar « questioning of ^ he W1 ^ S tcd 
was probably going on now Would I be subjectea 

to the same tortures or would they invent 
me ^ 

The shadows assume sinister shapes. Dreadful 
nightmare faces seem to leer and gape at me 10 m 
right and left. A shiver runs down my spine .My blood 
turns cold and, as my wave of anger ebbs of away., in 
its place there steals over me a panic of fear. Blind 
fear, mad terror, the wretched cowardice of a man 
whose thoughts conjure up visions that intensify his 
anguish and that abolish all notion of the passage of 
time. 

« I am going to be tortured tonight. Or perhaps in 
a few minutes... » 

How infinitely I would have prefered death. How 
willingly I would have dashed my brains out against 
the walls or cut an artery with a bit of glass. I tried to 
stand up and look for a broken bottle. But I found 
nothing The floor of the cell was covered with filth, 
with leaves from corn-stalks. My throat was raw with 
thirst, my feet ached with the weight of my iron rings, 
they chaffed my skin intolerably, I could not take a 
single step in an upright position. All I was able to do 
was to crawl about. Little by little however my cou¬ 
rage returned. I tried to make myself believe that 
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all this was merely a trick to frighten me, to mtj rn ,. 
me , to make me talk. 1(5 

Suddenly the curtain was lifted up. The same rn ( 
came back. Without uttering a word they set abjj 
breaking the bar connecting the anklets, thus freeing 
my feet. 

« Come this way. » 

My heart beat violently. A repreavo had doubtless 
arrived. I was free. Free. 

We went down the corridor, rapidly we descended 
the stairway, we crossed the dark court-yard. I jump¬ 
ed through the opening cut' in the iron grating. But 
my companions made me turn suddenly to the left... 
not to the right which led to the open air. 

The short man stayed at the door of another cell 
into which I was now taken. It was rather larger than 
the one I had just left and angular in shape. In the 
middle stood a dirty table, one of those tables one 
finds at an inn and of which the top has 
grown black with grease and the rubbing of many 
elbows. Two candles stuck on the wood lighted the 
group that occupied the room. It included the Pre¬ 
fect, Carvallo, the chief of Police Pedro Garcia and an 
acting secretary. Further in the background, almost 
invisible in the shadows stood a tali fellow in shirt- 
s eeves. His bronzed face was a study in chiaroscuro 
qR was as s harply outlined as that of the man car- 
lymg an arquebus in Rembrandt's «The Night Watch» 
pposite him sat Francisco Pimentel, « Job Pim ». 
ed lln ° r t e I J either collar nor shirt and his coat was turn- 

surprised tn C< !! S ' Was P a ^ e ’ haggard and seemed 
over a cro^v ^ 1110 come . * n> ^ long rope which ran 
the eiling p eam ln .^ u ' p '^ht hand corner hung from 
of torture. W<1S 1 ° U ^ ess use d as an instrument 

e Prefect spoke first. He asked me to sit down. 
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Next lie handed me a large sheet, of 

with typed memoranda, half written .by hana, 

here and there pencil notes and corre pijnentel's 
« This was found among Monsieu 

papers. Do you recognize it ? >> . . series 

1 looked it over carefully. It consisted ’ . d 

of notes such as novelists jot down in or er 
them of certain details. I read carefully P^ n . i 
merits. Some of them referred to the« tyrant», anot A 
er spoke of « suppressing the disturbances >/ ^ 
might easily have been a message m code. Daimiy 
handed the paper back to Carvallo. 

« No, I don’t recognize it. Nor do I understand wha 
it is all about. » 

The Prefect, with an accent of triumph, replied 
«But you surely have recognized it. For Mr Pimentel, 
who is present, assures us that it was you who gave 
it to him. » 

Surprised I glanced at Pimentel who avoided my 
eyes and did not say a word. The green watery pupils 
of Carvallo, the shining black globes of Pedro Garcia, 
the dilated orbits of the man in the back-ground, 
who watch ed me as a cat does a mouse, were all 
fixed on my face. The secretary continued to keep his 
head down. 

Suddenly I decided to ask Pimentel a direct question. 
« You said I gave you this paper ? » 

« Yes », interrupted Carvallo, « that you gave him 
this paper and that it was your property. » 

1 repeated my question. The man I was speaking to 
looked embarassed, ill at ease. Still avoiding mv eves 
he finally answered. 

«Yes, perhaps you don’t remember it but you hand¬ 
ed me this paper a few days ago. » 

Ihunderstruek by this unexpected remark I sud- 
tn y realized that this statement was probably the 
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result of tortures to which the poor fellow had n 
subjected. I looked at the rope, I looked at the r 
torted features of Job Pim. At that time he wo 
small mustache which now seemed to hang loose k a 
the end of his nose. Up to this point I had managed? 
keep cool, now anger swept over me. My lips tr emb ° 
led and I exclaimed, fixing my eyes on his face, «$o 
you, you , Francesco Pimentel, claim that I gave yo u 
this paper and that it belongs to me ? » 

« Yes », he answered feebly. 

Pedro Garcia who had noticed the embarrassement 
of Pimentel intervened. 

« Moreover the notes are in your handwriting. It i s 
useless to try and deny the charges. You are only 
wasting your breath. » 

The sinister figure in the corner added, « Both men 
have recognized the paper. » 

Without replying to Garcia, I turned to him and 
said, « I don’t know who you are nor can I understand 
why you should make such a statement »... 

The pupils of his cat-like eyes grew still larger. He 
was about to answer but Carvallo interrupted, « Write 

something... Let us see a specimen of your hand¬ 
writing ». 

I did as I was told. 

<< Is that your usual hand-writing ? » 
smiled, entirely at my ease, and replied « It is 
Y ?? e 1 have * You can prove this by compar- 
n j 1 ' Wl an y ^ m y letters or with any manuscripts 
offices^ JC ° n * n one the newspaper 

mine and Hint ^ u°^ e ^ at the two hand-writings, 
make the remark le D sheet of P a P cr and ventured to 
notes were writ u t 1 has stated that these 

the same hand en ^ ^ oca terra but they are not ic 
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Now it was Carvallo’s-turn to smile g 
Pimentel moved about nervousj a but I 

don’t remember whose hand-writing it w 

know it was he who gave me epap ^ SC ornfuliy 
Pedro Garcia looked at me then staredl sc J 

at Pimentel. Every one understood what hau PP - 

ed. The trick with the. paper had failed. The Prelcc 
had probably received orders to find grounds for my 
arrest and if none existed then, to forge^some 
dence. Neither the secretary, nor Pedro Garcia, n 
even the man in the corner had the lease doubt „bout 
this. None of them had anything to say. All remained 
silent, their eyes fixed on the table. The incident gave 
me a little more confidence and now it was I who asked 
Carvallo point-blank, « What is the reason for this 
stage-setting. It looks like the third act of « La Tosca » 
As I spoke I pointed to the little table, the rope 
and the two candles. 

He smiled and his eyes grew still more watery. His 
face was flushed. Probably he had eaten a heavy meal 
and had drunk copiously. He was still sober but his 
last trace of conscience had been drowned in alcohol. 
In spite of the fact than none of the others said a 
word my remark lightened the atmosphere of this 
revolting cross-examination. There was a pause 
which renewed my courage. I could not help thinking 
that if these men were not obliged to obey some arbit¬ 
rary, unjustifiable order the battle would be already 
won. There was no evidence against me. On what 

ground could they be justified in keeping me under 
arrest ? 

Later I learned that some prisoners whose cells were 

heard nl the “ 7^ th ‘ S SCene took P !ace had 
Ply and every hmg . thai Was said - 1 s P°ke sim- 
expJntk th ? P ° lnt gIVlng the reasons whi ch might 
P «a the actions and strange weakness of character 


s 
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of such a talented man as Pimentel. I will not * 
my remarks here. ' ec °r(l 

Carvallo interrupted me, « Mr Pocaterra, alth 
this paper is not really important and though Pi° U§li 
tel, said... declared... stated...» He was at a loss wh* 1 ' 
words to use to conceal his embarassement 
must tell you at once that we have found out absolnt 
ly everything. » Having said this he went on in th' 
characteristally bullying tone which he probably used 
frequently in such cases. 

« It is quite useless for you to try and defend your- 
self. We know all about what you have been up to 
both of you. » 

As he spoke he kept looking from me to Pimentel 
and back again. 

« We know they are all mixed up in the game» 
added Garcia irritably, « and we’ve gathered’em all 
in. It’s no use trying to lie out of it ». 

This was really going too far. I turned on him. 

« Listen to me. I do not know what you are talking 
about, nor who you have « gathered in ». All that I do 
know is that last night I was arrested without the 
least explanation. That I was brought here tonight, 
t at a pair of grilles were put on my ankles and that 
now you declare that I wrote the notes on this piece 

T > ^ ^ or re asons I do not understand. II 

a written this « copy » I would say so, there is no 
eason w y I shouldn’t. If I am mixed up in this 

so cprT are about and which you say in 

knowin US t w °uldhave been fool enough 

and havi^ dld ^t ot ^ er people had been arrested, 
stayed aro* *’ r * e< * ^ ave them released, to have 
lize that ha ^ t m ^ Se H ? You certainly ought to rea- 
be on my Wa a t nyt r h ‘ n 8 to fear I would by this time 

spot. We, Venezuel lna ° r some °^^ er tar-awa) 


know only too well by 
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what is liable to happen to us if ue fall into your 
clutches. » 

The word China seemed to amuse the rascals and I 
added,« I do not know a single thing about all this and 
if I did know I would not tell you. » 

Pedro Garcia’s face grew black and angry, as it had 
done a few hours before when he had seen me leave 
the prison accompanied by his henchman. He would 
perhaps have given an order, perhaps had me... but 
Carvallo broke in quickly, « I must inform Don 
Guancho of all this ». 

He went on to tell the secretary to have Pimentel 
write out his statements on the bottom of the piece 
of paper and have it send to Don Guancho. 

I was somenwhat relieved by the thought that, 
while pretending to defend myself, I had found means 
of letting Pimentel know that I had not said anything. 
From the way Carvallo had worded his remarks and 
the irritable attitude of Pedro Garcia I understood 
that Pimentel had not yet « spilled the beans » and 
that he would not be foolish enough to do so now. To 
be sure the episode with the notes on the paper would 
fall back on him. His confession must go no further. 
Consequently when the secretary read aloud what 
Pimentel had written, namely that it was I who give 
him the said paper which belonged to me, I looked 
straight at him as he about to sign and told him « Be 
very careful what you are signing. You may be com¬ 
mitting a wicked and useless action ». 

If he is the noble hearted man I always have 
thought him to be he must still recall that moment. 

But he quietly signed. I shugged my shoulders. The 
«judges » maintained an embarrassed silence, Garcia 
looked hard at Carvallo and the glances he cast at me 
r,'° m Bime to time had become a little less ferocious. 
le man in the corner grinned, showing wolf-like 
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JF a meh ICa 

teeth. For an instant the human h • p 

upper hand of the sleuth-hound fnr 8 gai ned ,, 
drunkard was replaced by the a m °me n t ? 

While I was being qJti„»' d H.T " 1 '' 1 
standing with the table between me n , en T aild *a, 
Carvallo noticed this and said ,* 36 ' 1 and Pi «ientei 
« Sit down, Mr Pocaterra. And write o„t 
tement underneath that of Pimentel ° ty ° Ur % 
« Why should I do this » ? I asked un b , 

a gesture of repulsion. to control 

« We », and as he spoke Carvallo pointed tn r 

cia, «are merely carrying out orders received! ar ‘ 

superiors. Sit down and write what you havTi 0 ^ 
said m regard to this paper ? » y ave « 

The secretary with a sigh of relief handed 
Wn.ndpa.hed the ink-wdl iSb ™ 

« Write here and then sign. » 

may'b^^d'nhif ° rt t S n n, ; e f 68 1 wrote and which 

th e y serref ! | fU ??> tch ° d d °cument still exists in 
seen the Daner .h°i ? f Lh ® Prefectur e- « I have never 

otherwise Mr Pimenhd JUSt been * hown me - In saying 
take or makinry c ' f ls C0mr nittmg a serious mis- 
The serrpf ° a ras | 1 s ^ a tement. » I hen I signed. 
hand-writing 1 ^ i°° k P a P er - compared the 

a <^This 1 wrifir." nSaid ’ shaki »g his ^ad. 
the paper ? » ^ * S en ^ re ^y different from the one on 

the table Tt!a’ answere d Carvallo as he got up from 

« In other words » T ^T f 7 y K 

assume the responsabdifvT ^f ’ * y ° U ’ M ' )e Prefet ’ 

« Don’t loqp xr , 1 lor keeping me a prisoner». 

a Ver y serious on^ 1 T em P er * The matter is a serious, 
superiors fin T am 0n ^y °t>cying the orders of 
General » (hi s wl Uancho wi P decide with « the 
^ Mother Juan Vicente). » # 


* 
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As I was about to go out, escorted by the short man 
dressed in white, I noticed that the sinister looking 
person in the back-ground rose painfully to his feet. 
He had a wooden leg, and was probably the alcade 
Carmelo Medina. Placing a hand on the shoulder o 
Pimentel he forced the latter back in his seat and said 
to Carvallo who was about to leave the room. 

« Leave this little friend of mine here for a few 
minutes. I have several things I want to say to him» 
Medina spoke casually but his tone conveyed a subtle 
menace. 

As I left the cell I felt that Pimentel’s examination 
was only beginning. The unfortunate man was pro¬ 
bably about to be questioned again, perhaps tortured. 

We passed through the court, down the hall-way 
and up the shaking stairway, that reminded me of the 
one behind the scenes of a dirty provincial theatre, 
Nereo and his companions accompanied us. We re¬ 
entered the filthy cell, the grillos were once more atta¬ 
ched to my ankles, the last nails driven into the cur¬ 
tain that covered the only opening of this loathsome 
tomb. Once more I was chained to the rotten damp 
plank. Around me there was darkness and night peo¬ 
pled by the sinister rattling of chains in the neighbor¬ 
ing prisons. 

From far away there comes, clear and distinct, the 
tolling of the bell in the clock-tower of the near¬ 
by cathedral. I feel as though it were ringing for my 
requiem mass. I am cut off forever from the city, from 
life, from all humanity. One, two, three, six, eleven 
strokes peal out. Before me there stretches the dreary 
prospect of constant pain, unceasing gloom, misery 
and anguish mental and physical. 

I feel myself sinking into the well of despair. To- 
™gnt, tomorrow I know what the next thing will 
e-the torture chamber. But as though to combat my 
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apathy, my hopelessness, a new feeling 0 f sto -. 
stirs ill rny bosom. 1 brace myself morally to 
f 0C , Chance shall not, conquer the vigor of my tk- 
yon fb. One cannot call what I feel courage exact] ^ 
i8 hardly moral in its essential quality, it has noth’ lf 
to do with my brain or mind. It come from so* 
unexplored regions within me, those regions wh^ 
lurk the forces that allow those who are about T 
dissnpoor forever to face their fate with equanimity 
wilh a sublime apathy that nature, great and good 
pours like a balm upon their troubled hearts from the 
reservoir of her infinite charity. 

Little by little drowsiness comes over me, that daily 
death, sleep, drops her magic potion drop by drop 
into my eyes.’ And like someone who, helpless and 
resigned lets himself be born out to sea on a great 
wave, I slip down gently, painlessly, unresistingly 
into a limitess abyss. 

* 

* ¥ 

January 21, 1919. 

The dull, muffled roll of droms. Trumpets. Fifes. 
1 ,ml ,u ! TBh which is alike in military barracks 

(vuywicie. How often have I heard these sounds 
j m •• pi i.son cell. At Puerto Cabello, et San Carlos, at 

!,'l,n!n!;'',T, 0 ^. forl ' s beside the sea... While I am 
t ( .| T j|.i n , " s "'!"tial music I catch some secret, 

I'l'isonciN 1 " S 'r^' S ' ;i * arc bein S exchanged between 
r 0 ' 1 r ,,ear mo - 1 tht « muself lo the 
in,, fug] | | . ;l moment the chains that bind 

M y nu^Ktrjkng'tl^f oor ,U wi al1 'If T U ‘ U P aven,ent ’ 

my bruised bond , * ^ u ‘ n * take my hands from 

liquid tricklintr i 'T ' U P a g a in I feel a sticky, tepid 

. .. <m „ r ,,n b my fin « ers - I wipe off the 

c miti,m,,i tlieir i * "•* T anwh *le the voices have 

lrUK,c J ‘«logue, a dialogue which 
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allows me to understand the full extent of the infamy 

that has taken place. hc ha(1 

t Yes, » says the voice furthest away, 

given his word of honor to help us. An e duty 
up to the last minute. He was the officer on duty 

that particular night. A few moments . , 

appointed time he told Captain Pimen c 
refused to go on with it... 

«Why ? » . , 

« He thought it would be best for him not to take 

part. What is more he decided to betray us. When he 
informed Pimentel of his change of heart he had 
already, for several days, been passing on the full 
details of all that he had heard of our plans. That is 
why Captain Felix Andrade Mora, who died in the 
barracks of San Carlos, at La Trinidad, was arrested 
the night the blow was to be struck. Other officers 
were also seized at the same time in the other barracks 
at El Mamey, El Hoyo and the one at the Planta Elec- 
trica del Paraiso. They knew exactly how many offi¬ 
cers were involved and what each was to do and where 

to find the conspirators. Some of them were arrested 
in their beds. » 

«Yes, I know about that,# said another voice near- 
er at hand. 

r /' And * kn °V 7 hat th ey did to them afterwards. 
Captain Pimentel was hung up eleven times bv 
his testicles. They did the same Major Manuel Maria 
Aponte the artiHery Lieutenant Julio Herna. do/ to 
one of the Parra Etrenas, to Captain Miguel and C 

cond-ueutenant Betancourt Grillet umlhtl , 

7. Captain Carlos Mendoza And no CaVa ‘- 
■>hve they are either here orout at V 11, 7 ^ ^ 

CF Rm“ e an m d 0 a e ma h n ey “P^r Pedro 

W8S empl °^ d «Bazar Americain 

- * 









« They did the same things to Capt* * 

Arellano and to Lieutenant Jorge Rarnir 1 ! Argi ^ir 0 
out some one else further off. " ez > * 6al] e( j 

? An f d t0 rne 11 to °’ * added mother, almost k 
voice, from a cell close at hand. L b °yi$h 

« Who are you ? » 

‘ r ; uis p Ara ng:uen Moreno, second Kent 
Ricardo Corredor, Arturo Mara and M, , enar >t. 

the fourteen years old brother’ of Cap 12°^ 
Mora are also prisoners. He does not k?„ Adr ad c 

become of his brother. Cristobal the nth W W |fd has 

Badaraquito, Jose Agustin, and Anibal w r are 
mmgo Mujica. » nibal Moll na, and 

« How many officers did they arrest in all 9 

and sS ifeuST '**'**"• dght ^euant 

» «< u» 

* who hung you up ? » 

order bimTel^Hp 6 wi ®? mez who gave the 

g tarara Re al, lieutenant colonel 7 ^ Pedr ° Alcan ' 

8e '^ es and lieutenants ? 6 ^P^' Ca P tain An ' 

d °« Them Srr ^ Radr °n t ^ ^ * Me “‘ 

« Only one » ° C ‘ Vlhans there ? » 

« Who ? » ‘ 

I, ^ man wifh * 

: tTr m - • r iaw ' h «' ! i» 

u,:ss»“' «ar t d h ™!‘» “ <• 

**“ co "“ rt * fa is pLk'r, ihey piay ** 
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« When I was hung up I saw the chaufeur of General 
Vicentico, a men called Pablo Vicente, looking on. 

« Nobody else ? » 

« Nobody else. » , A Th 

A sound of approaching steps was heard. « a 

warden’s coming » warned one of the speakers. 

The voices were stilled. For a few moments all one 
heard was the sound of steps of some one walking 
cautiously. 

Filled with horror and alarm I lifted up a corner of 
my curtain with my finger nail. I caught a glimpse of 
Corpora 1 Nereo, who after casting an uneasy glance 
towards the upper tiers of cells, walked towards the 
barred partition. When he was out of hearing I asked 
hurriedly. 

« What is the name of the traitor ? » 

« Captain Jose Agustin Pinero », answered all the 
voices. 












CHAPTER XXI 







Nights in Prison. — The rules of the establishment —. r 
Relief. — Doctor Garlos Leon. — Some additional h ^ 
on the life of Nereo Pacheco. — The new cells of Caracas 
Pen drawings. — Garchita, the boy hero. — The <j Pu * ^ 
Enrique Mejia, the first of the martyrs. — The ajoro^*^ 
of Nerro. — Rafael Arevalo Gonzales and the candidatuV 
of Montes. m \ 


January 1919, 

By this time, according to what the orderlies tell 
me and from my private information, more than 
eighty persons have been arrested in Caracas and 
the suburbs, to say nothing about the rest of the 
country. Citizens whose names are enough to make 
anyone smile at the idea that they could have parti- 
cjpu e in an « anarchist » rising are being ill treated, 
mprisoned or tortured. Some of the latest arrests 
J! , aue , he conspiracy among the officers of which 
rohirtr^t read y_ s P°ken and which was betrayed as 
°n acooi!rT VO f ^ ,dlcr men have been condemned 

to satiHfv • I ? ersonal animosities and in order 

because cerUi'i'nVff-. rC t en j ge ’- 0thers a 8 ain merel) I 

or in order io J ,. ! cia 8 desired lo show their zeal 
un ger of Gomez r6a ^ ° n ^pless beings the fear and 

6 Pent down in B ^ ce P the first nights one 

“ these ce, ls- In addition to the cold 
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cutting weight Of the grilles, there were the cock¬ 
roaches, the fleas, the unbreathable air, the » 
all its unpleassant accompaniments, hunge 

all its attendant ills, for besides the loathing! 
had to swallow the fetid soup there was the constan 
fear of being poisoned which made the slightes 
cramp seem the preliminary symptom of a a ® 
illness. If one was able to overcome by force of will 
power one’s physicial discomforts a si ill more hideous 
torture still lurked the background namely in¬ 
somnia. Sleeplessness peopled with terror and night¬ 
marish sounds such as the clanking of the chains, 
shrieks from neighboring cells, or alarming visions 
of shadowy forms slipping silently along the cor¬ 
ridor, pausing here there on some devilish mission, 
or lurking in the darkness to surprise the delirious 
mutterings and whispered protests that die away 
when a warning « sh, sh » runs along the row of cells 
as the bolt rattles. Or again hoarse moans follow¬ 
ed by the sound of savage blows as though some 
one somewhere was being ill treated. 

E\ ery night the same scenes took place. During 
the day we would lie on the plank or stretch ourselves 
on the ground in order to escape the assaults of the 
■woodhee. Our heads felt heavy and empty as we 
painfully tried to measure the passing of the mono¬ 
tonously slow hours. This began at four o’clock in 
... mornin g- No sooner had we heard the guards 
- "ring and sound of the reveille being blown in 

ir, onToN he 1118 ban ' aCkS tl,an Nereo ’ who slept 
stairway 1 ’l l ' P ^ r ° f lhe P rison - facing the 

of us should he” lls , rou " ds I - He ^w to it that each 
he stopped in frn I ! 1 ° rder t0 be sure of this 

Wilh « wooden “kb! ° F and StrUck the wa lls 

" H °w goes it in there ? » 


Istwsiih'h t 
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If tJic prisoner did not answer, or at l 
a groan, the warden kept on pounding uniTv 1Jt U f 
sure his victim was awake. It would r , he*, 
let any of his flock oversleep. ° Ver do t 0 

Shortly afterwards the key turned in ih 
arid the little man dressed in silk paper 
lvig hat and small features jumped through th*, * th .^ 
Preceded by Nereo he climbed up to our floor ^ 
he made the round of our gallery, went down t ^ 
and made the same inspection of the lower t; 5 
cells. The only difference was that below stnir«\° f 
lifted the curtain whereas with us the sheet ^ 
only raised when someone wished to remark« v* 8 
are rotting away in there. » A very true remark* 
was too for, under this regime, we were sure that 
sooner or later we would literaly rot away in one man¬ 
ner or another. The same inspection took place 
at six o clock at night, afterwards the visitor locked 
k ga e and went away. The little man was as regu- 
lar as an alarm clock. During the three years I spent 
icie I only remember once or twice when he failed 
o appear I hen it was because he was sick. And 
r '\\ y mght before leaving he stopped in the cell of 
T, , eon who waited for him behind his curtain 
whl.. 1 iV - lS a ^ anC( ^ awaits his future bride and 

i ng . _ U Vlsl,()r appeared had always some amus¬ 
es remark to make to him. 

ve-iiN ^ T "I* ha< ! ^ een con fined here for nearly six 

the daily iobo'l 1 h ° W long this cerem0Ii y of 

of stori Jq J w k d >een goin g on > nor if Leon’s stock 
amused but '! lncx haustible or if Porras was easily 
with a ehmdd V< * y , mg * lt the latter shut the grating 

« Ah that <b 7' d Said laughingly, 
he i s , » T j octor *- If you only knew how funny 

In March 19l4r«° •° lller hhings funnier still. 

asimiro Vegas Negron and General 


r 
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Norberto Borges were sent to prison. Borges who 
has a lame leg was still dragging about his irons 
as best ho can eight years later. General Gomez, 
when he is among friends, is fond of telling the story 
how Borges when he was hung up by a certain part 
of his person was unable to retain his urine which 
ran down all over his face. 

« Because the fellow had his legs in the air, don’t 
you know, » remarks the witty general. 

On June 5 of the same year, D r Leon, professor 
of sociology at the Central University, a lawyer, 
director of several important business enterprises 
and former governor of the Federal District under 
the same Gomez, was likewise thrown into jail. With 
him were the honorable citizens Vicente Marturet 
and the yound Luis Zuloaga Llamozas. These two wer 
later released, Marturet because he was said bo be 
dying, Llamozas because he had during his confine¬ 
ment contracted the disease which later carried him 
off while still in the prime of life. D r Leon, who was 
heavily ironed had several times been on the point 
of death. I have always respected him. And this 
m spite of the attitude he adopted. He had an alto¬ 
gether exagerated idea of his importance in the sphere 
of national politics. His airs and consciously superior 
manner, that of a self-professed « high-brow » had 
caused him to be much admired by callow students 
At heart he is a true patriot. When one deals with 
him one finds that he is loquacious and benevolent 
although not particularly sincere 1 

his horrid mlndate with" 6 ™ featUreS ' H ° eXercise ^ 
He Was Mandate with a grim conscientiousness 

ss “r - “™‘”«s 

"■uptime state executionner. He worked 
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hard to earn his reward, the escape to r 
Trinidad which he had been promise , ra ^o „ 
court find him guilty of a murder chare Sh ° Uld V 
for which was still pending. What 
win this reward ? Nothing much, only see t . do t» 
those incriminated in the « barracks’Dlot » lt % 
with sufficient rapidity. dlSa Ppe Qr 

Consequently, like the good and faithful 
that he was he drew ever tighter the bond 
starvation and exhaustion, ill-treated b' 
tims in order to hasten that end which was '} Vic ' 
so near at hand. Relentless he drews us fro 
soothing sleep, day and night he was on 
to prevent those « down below » from communil 
tmg with those « up above ». Carefully he insneoks 
the eighty odd empty tin boxes that were given m 
as platters No spoons went with them to dip out the 
yellowish water with a couple of pieces of vegetable' 
in it that called itself soup. This « meal » was served 
us at noon and at three in the afternoon. In the mor¬ 
ning we had the same box given us. Then it contained 
a waterny extract of coffee. For bread we had tiny 
f .r ° 101 ii-rncal. called « hallaquilas ». Our ration 
four R Se WaS ° ne a P* ece - Ooce more during the twenty- 
lar ^ were entitled to receive another simi- 
or mrr Vi W1 ^h water or, as a special concession, 
ner’q « * *i ° mo p e y taken from the priso- 

we wpr^K^ ^ ^ hlch ^ ec ^ na has confiscated when 

or chamber-pot' 11 Th Wereadowed to bu y a P im P ina 
luxury had a ..' .J 11030 ^ 0 cannot afford this 
collected nn i e eart hen saucepan. These were 
good-natured Tt provided Nereo was feeling 
considered c «*• • ere , ar . e SOme prisoners who were 

t } V0 chambernot« 1 tk ^ ! m P orta nt to be entitled to 
tied but un i c h {hejailor brought them backemp- 

ed. For the prisoners who like my¬ 


self ha 

and « 
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been 1 
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self had their curtain nailed °^ e ^ d tl J i e n ^rn e ath. 

and « toilet articles » were P^ s Dr isoners who had 
The guards were also political p t they 

been released from their chains in nrisoners 

might sweep, clean the latrines, bring - P was 
their food and do the other odd chores. Nereo was 
the only common-law prisoner in ° ur P ut . e 

prison. He was our master, who could d 
beatings or favors as he saw fit. No one questioned 
his acts and he was free to ill treat us as much as he 
pleased. Which was saying a good deal. Night and 
day we felt him spying on us. 

When the little man with paper suits came to 
inspect us our jailor told him what he pleased. 

« N° 7 and n° 21 have been quarreling again. 
N° 7 called the other man a robber and a bastard. 
N° 21 kept answering him all the time ‘you’re tal¬ 
king about the General’. » 

Here when the general was referred to one does 
not mean Gomez nor don Juancho but Garmelo 
Medina. This scale of generals begins with the pro¬ 
vincial governors and rises with a note of increasing 

amiliarity till it reaches Juan Vicente who is refer¬ 
red as « the old boy .» 

1 hea , rd n he tw ° y0ung officers who were in the 
senes of cells on my left - numbers 38 to 30 or 29 

two m each cell and bound by a single nnir *n ’ 

Wt .t»„, « the General vL„S^ ££ dSfe 

- the diminutive „ rB , g ,J al d '4“‘ 

who was 

Pacheco. » y were ls th e soup, general 

I** • «. 


jMind youown d busi„ h i“ “f* ^ beaSt ’ 

e an ytbing from you. » n ° general - I 


never 
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Nereo to my mind is the perfect type 0 f 
lie becomes furious at the idea that anv murtlet et 
take him for a thief He can kill, he has kZfM 
past, he is still killing, but commit a theft , I n ^ 
impossible. He is absolutely honest, utterlv ■ 1 '« 
He would not steal a farthing. What he en ov !!> 
however is nvettmg on the chains J > s doi ng 

to " ™«. «, 

W,y e ; “™ lr lh "*' l0y ’' to b. d „, 

th. rfr. Al ,mh ,i,„”h,i “ h,’U”7. h 7f b 

3,*", ;r Ktototog though i ,„i“; a "i;: 

particularira e nr v n b 0 v e D h tr refleCtS Wh ° m he co ^ 

in his cell. He alwav/i p Uttmg some 0{ her prisoner 
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through the grating ar ld 8 He is )ecl into one of the 
rags, this sinister m e i • ir0 ^ es 0 f the rivetting 
cells. Three, six, eight, ten strokes ol 
iron arc heard. The curtain drops. Dorras ieav 

Nereo calls, 

« You can come out again. * ; a 

The latest arrival, ignorant of what al 
about, of what is going on about him, is si 
dread and fear of what may happen next. 

The same proceeding takes place when a prisoner 
is released. In between times there are moans ana 
clamors, which one notices during the first few days 
of one's confinement and which seem to be uttered 
by someone undergoing hideous tortures. They are 
only the nightmares of poor wretches who, even in 
sleep, cannot escape from the horror that surrounds 
them. Then too the sinister noises of the irons as 
any of the prisoners stir echoes weirdly through 
the silence. 


tie silence. 

Other groans are heard. They are wrung from a 
prisoner tortured by agonising cramps who rolls 
about on the floor seeking relief that is denied him. 

Above all this, down from the blue sky flutter a 
lock of pigeons, the one gracious, lovely thing that 
greets our eyes in this sink of iniquity. Thev nest 
*n the tops of the pillars that support theTool and 


or two 

Pigeons and takes them to the governor 0 Th°/ W ° 
the 1 pigeons of Medina. » r * They are 

Wte , EtJ , SSr<£'hif 0Ver the ravi8hed aert. 

sl ^es of P1 4 0 „f k 3 li6W twitterings, new 


uie caressing notes of the 
S60na cooing of the baby birds 

M We in this helkhoh 
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Which we lie. All we need to do is lift up our eyes 
behold the constantly recurring miracle of how £ 
follows grief, how life goes on in spite of death anj i 

V1 Sometimes Nereo feels ironically inclined. j 
« I’ll give you a tip, fellows, to-morrow there 
isn’t going to be any water. The supply’s been cut 
off. So you’d better make what you’ve got last. 
There probably won’t be any more for a couple 
of days. » 

The story is not true. But how are we to know ? 

It might so easily be a fact and not just Nereo’s 
idea of a good joke. 

Water is scarce at best and the idea that it may 
give out makes one all the thirstier. 

I feel somewhat bewildered. It seems to me that 1 
am hearing familiar voices. Sometimes the stillness 
is broken by foot-steps, new prisoners are being 
brought in. The nights are dreadful, they seem filled 
with stifled protests, moans, cries of terror, the sound 
of pitiless questions being repeated again and again. 

At about ten o’clock on one of the first morning 
after I had been brought to La Rotomde I was 

vfv U< a .? ea 5 curtain waiting for Nereo to go 
closinJ 1 aUack ° f 1 rheumati sm had kept me from 
cell. ^ °^ eS a * n ^ht. Finally he reached my 

« Corporal ? » 

\ ^ hat ’s the matter ? » 

«1 m cold. I had * \ I i 

’■hth me when I and even a few clothes 

been to me yet. haven’t been given back 

0t « But yem.!. n<1 r d '“ Wheu you’ve been here five 

t * U ° the y *et ?* rl0S ’ at Puert0 C *’ 
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there ? » 


, When were you shut up he 
, In the days of Castro, m 1 ^ ' 0ne has 

His voice when he replies is {act phat 

the impression that, for I his ru a • . to suffer 

some one else has already known what it is to 

is an element in their favor. i n ke my 

, I lore il’s worse than it was there. You lake my 

word for that, my lad.You’ll find out quick enough 

And he is right. All the savagery, carried to ah- 
surd lengths, the cold calculating cruelty, the fero- 
ciousness of blood-thirsty beasts have increased 
with the passage of time. Things have progressed 
since the days of Castro. Then the prisons were 
severe. The prisoners were liable to be beaten, to 
be put under the yoke like cattle, some of them went 
mad with pain, hut at least Jorge Bello at San Carlos 
gave us something that resembled food to eat. He 
h-t us have air, sun-light, water. There was not al¬ 
ways a spying jailor at our heels trying to think 

court-yard in which one took Chio slee P and a 

,ia y- Wc have read Oscar Wild 6 ’ f0I \ an hour 
flhe English prison system hut de ? In dictment 

( riso « between his ex/erieL t * ere Is co mpa - 

,y ,U ' U P With. Not all the suffer' Wh&t We have 
Profundi, , i 3 comparable t^r 88 recor ded i n 

u Bo “lores 

WJ’X.T ,f Vi " de« b e': *• »■»- 

bu * 1 0*1.0, o/"vom'o k '“> of b the"p Mti 



HO GOMEZ, THE SHAME OP AM*m c . 

of Avignon during the Middle Ages jg 
to be found that is the equal of the abiJJ^H 
in which we wallow. ^ 

I cannot eat and if I order anylhing ext 
charged a fabulous price for it. prices which 1 
rapidly exhaust the supply of funds I ^ 
with me and which are now in the hands of the^^ 
nor. When that money is gone — which will bo n° V ' N 
soon at the present rate — I will simply die 0 f 
ger. If the extra rations are enough to nau^' 
a dog what must be « regular chow » be like. More^ 
I am frightened of the food that is brought 
I remember that it has been said to contain pois^’ 
I throw dearly bought extra rations away and 
having searched the cell, I finally find a bit of na il’ 
With this I open a tiny hole on the curtain and m. 
nage to see a corner of the court-yard, a bit of the 
corridor above me, and the line of cells each with 

no , CU o? m nai,ed lip like mine which are numbered 
to 25 on my right and 44 to 48 on my left Not 
a corner of the sky> Light ^ ^ ‘ > 

sunS^!, r, Ukl inl ° 8 wel1 - A "<> ^ s pite of the 
central ba^i . J°y ous Jy on the water in the 

struggle uri "^‘. !' le m * ser able stunted trees that 

ciment around" L ?“ bcl wBen U,e cracks in the 

i»g walls, the sordid^"!]’. "i't 186 ® 51 ® 01 le P rous <°ok- 
a poignantlv ( lr„ m< -'h>nclioly of the scene has 

thi! tecCLdTr C qUaUty - This raw UglA. 

prisoners huddled t 0 i!!|t° n Wi *" and the 8 rou P oI 
ha ®® r <Cn P ict u r ed by (Joy.,*” °” C corner lui 8 llt 

kl J" w raptives.Yet'everv 811 '** 9 * in 8 1 * one of 
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f ’ u wa* once a man 

f u s srr.& f ; 

then r TO.rrat men whom 
? or nothing » known Some ' ^ and bur i e d here 

■ mirif local intrigue ur _ ( continued to live 
forgotten over since. 1 y con , o)a tion. To support 
on. without money, hop . have heroically 

them their comrades m ,f » r " s they be- 
shared what little they ha J * ] t frce f rom their 

ea me orderlies in order to be atleastlree Nere0>3 

sr rCrf”*- i i 1 "- 

Oneof them U called Jose de Dios Garcia Mogolon. 
He has faded blond hair and is gentle and quiet. 
Another very thin, very silent, very tall, who always 
looks solemn, is named Manuel Olivares. there 
is an Indian, Ernesto Carias who has the clear eyes 
of a child, he is strong and patient, a kind of Saint- 
Christopher, and Narciso Garcia, restless, short in 
stature, a former officer of Perez Soto 1 . Garcia 
has the eyes of an Arab, he is quick in his movements, 
agile, and always on the lookout for the main chance. 
Another man has a leaden complexion, a bitter man¬ 
ner and seems very ill. He i- called Garieote and there 
is an evil legend told about him. 

Juan Milano is also one of the orderlies. He has 
the serious demeanor of a wily peasant. He carries 
his burdens as he does his cans of preserves with 
he utmost, prudence. If anyone annoys him he mut- 

S”«• a 

ciJ >r at p,«e n t swashbu- 
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Nereo has a particular « favorite ». By that 1 . 
means an orderly he prefers to torture. As S00a 
there is anything particularly nasty to be done £ 
shouts * Garc-i-ita. » 

A boy of fourteen answers the call. His name • 
Jose Maria Garcia. He was born in Guarenas. For. 
merly he was employed in the Las Amadores drug¬ 
store which belonged to M. Pedro Bastardo. One 
day Garcia was delivering an order for a wholesale 
quantity of goods for this drug store when he hap. 
pened to pass by the house of M. Antonia Pimentel. 
Noticing that smoke was coming out of one of the 
window Garcia stopped. An explosion took place 
Several fragments of glass wounded him in the abdo¬ 
men and cut his hands. People rushed up and a 
policeman arrested him, took him first to the police 
station, from there to hospital. Four days later the 
wounded man was taken to police headquarters 
and thence to the Rotonde where they set about 
torturing him to make him confess that M. Bastardo 
had sent him to Pimentel’s house with a bomb, 
s e continued to deny this they proceeded to hang 
im y his feet, head downwards, and resort to other 
an moie dreadful tortures. His tormentors were 
t? W ^ v e , r una ^p to make the poor lad admit anything, 
timA if on liasis ting that he was innocent. For some 
he 0 ^^ ] ° r 1 ce< ^ ^.° Wear two pairs of grillos. Now 
1914 wh & ° rc , er ^ Since the fatal day, September 16, 
pened T o e ", at ? ev ? n o’dock in the Gening he hap- 

the bomb we P nt n 0 fF°th ° f P f ' mentel ’ s house ^ ** 
tly exnospH f , ^ le un tortunate boy, constan- 

wretched exk/™ 6 ty of a11 sor ts, has led the most 
nued to such ! :enCC . lma g in able. This has conti- 
lost his health h f^ tent that now not only has be 
well. fleallh but he is gradually losing his mind »» 
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Pimentel belongs to the inner circle of Gomez 
. 4- friends He is the latter’s partner and as 
sedate. Extremely rich he lives a life of ease and 
luxury People say he is kind hearted... 

Gareita tries to revenge himself on fate by defy- 
• „ J h(l ., n „ cr of Norco. The latter beats him on any 

and all excuses. Frequently it is because the orderly 
has dared to give his scanty meal or that of one 
of * the other, stronger prisoners to those who are 
suffering the most keenly from the pangs of hunger. 
Thpse are generally the « soldiers ». in other words 
the officers confined in cells 38-29. When Nereo 
strikes Garciita, the brave, defenseless lad, white¬ 
faced and resolute spits at him and exclaims , 

« Strike me some more Nereo, Strike me some more ». 

A storm of protest, cries of anger and curses for 
the cowardly jailor, go up from all the cells. But 
they do not make the savage stop. It is only when 
he is tired of beating his victim that Nereo ceases 
his attack. The boy crouching down to avoid the 
rain of blows from his tormentor’s club glares at 
him red-eyed with rage and jeers. 

« Keep on striking me Nereo. Why are you stop¬ 
ping ? » 

Another man we call the little lunatic. His name 
is Mejia and he was formely a druggist. He has passed 
beyong the stage of suffering. Thin, with protruding 
eyes he goes about committing those beastly actions 
which lunatics indulge in but so evidently uncon- 
cious of his surrounding that one cannot either be 
angry with nor laugh at him. Nevertheless certain 
nights Nereo beats him. The madman becomes 
excited and utters foolish words. Then Nereo applies 
. muzzle». Do you know what is meant by «muzzl- 
ln 8*>a man ? It is simple enough. One puts a rope 
ar ound the victim’s head, a piece of wood is passed 
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through the rope so one can tighten it. yy* 
stick is twisted the rope presses on the'b a cl ^ ^ 
head and the corners of the mouth is of ,,l( ‘ 
that the jaws become rigid. '”he victim’s l? 
remains underneath, pulled out to full length wi 
firmly in place by the rope. The prisoner’s ? 
have been tied so he can do nothing but utter n’ 
mal like moans as the pain grows greater and 
He writhes this way and that until, at last exh a , 
ted by pain he falls to the ground and lies there' 
not even able to utter a human sob but grunli ’ 
and whimpering like a stricken beast. The agony 
that is reflected in his eyes is something indescrib- 

Mejia, the little lunatic, was tortured like this 
ceaselessly for several days. Naturally he received 
no nourishment of any kind, finally he died, a pi¬ 
tiful heap lying in one corner of the prison courtyard 
Nereo had complained that Mejea’s ceaseless mono¬ 
logues kept him from sleeping. That was whv he 
« muzz ed >> the lunatic. After that it was we who 
could not sleep until the end came. When it was all 
over they sewed him up in a piece of cloth. 

r \ °, r , y a forwards the orderlies carried out the 
body through the same hole through which the food 
< s passed m. Nereo took his harp and sitting down 
ov^r , c , ^ a ^ Sc ?^ 0Wa y by the entrance ran skilful hands 
g 0rn execu ted a rich, sensual « joropo ». 

he ni J i ," S acolytes gathered around him. Next 
a « tonada » Wa Z an< ^ en( led his perfomance with 

where 1 bo directly into the courtyard. The spot 
a disinfectant ^ lay has been drubbed with 

center P r * SOners stands about in the 

1 the courtyard. 
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T nrobably know all of them. In the past they were 
t • id* of mine, fellow seekers after the same ^eals. 
Andnow from my post of observation back of he 
curtain which later on came to be known as the 
«periscope », I study them closely and try and lden- 

^At^onfTend of the line, almost hidden by the pillar 
next to cell n° 5, which is the one where he is confin¬ 
ed I see a face which suddenly seems familiar. 1 he 
head droops and the pointed beard is already grow¬ 
ing grey. With his eyes fixed on the sunny ciment 
floor he remains montionless and thoughtful as he 
warms his legs against the chains. It is Arevalo 
Gonzales 1 . A criminal of the lowest type. A dange¬ 
rous and depraved felon. One of the most dangerous 
creatures to be found in all Venezuela whom fortu¬ 
nately for the safety of society, the December can - 
dillo caught in its noose. His despicable crime, for 
which it may be added the hardened criminal has 
never expressed the least repentance, was as follows. 
On Friday, July, 1913, he dared to print in the 
columns of his newspaper El Pregonero (n° 3768) 
the announcement that the lawyer Felix Montes 

was a candidate for election as President of the Re¬ 
public. 

The same day Gonzales was brought to the Ro- 
tonde and put in irons. His fellow criminal, D r Montes 

went from hiding place to hiding place and finally 
ued the country. J 

One trembles with horror and diseust at 

hought that such men as Gonzales and Montes should 


(1) Well known nespaper writer a m 9n ^ ■ . 
^mpromisiggly hostile to tyranny In any Cm ^ J *’ 
Dee n a prisoner for fourteen venrc • ,.y orm * Ha s n( 

“tadel of Puerto Cabollo. d * S Stl11 confi «>d in t 
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have dared premediate and execute such a f 
crime of « lese-gomezism ». 0ul 

In 1915 or 1916 a person who was moved by th 
plight of the family of Arevalo Gonzales, consisting 
of his wife, a son and four daughters, all of whom 
were financially dependent on their father, went 
to see Gomez and begged him to release of the edi¬ 
tor. 

« I will let them all out some day or other », re¬ 
plied the General « except Roman Delgado; Uzca- 
tegui and Arevalo Gonzalez. » 

« Is Arevalo as deeply implicated as the two 
others ? » 

« No, he is not. But his case is different j>, Gomez 
replied evasively and with an air of impatience, 
but it was on account of him that we had to invent 
the war with don Cipriano and all the rest of it. 




XXII 


'Ihe tragedy of the two priests. — How they died. — Poison • 

at work._From Locuste to Juan Vicente. — What became 

of the Delgado-Chalbaud Conspiracy. — Beyond good or 
CV U _ Seen through tortured eyes. — The chain of ins¬ 

tincts and its links. — Who is the traitor, who does he betray. 

_How «the good and kind man » had pity on Gil Fortoul. 

_Seen from my Periscope. — A cure for obesity-Some com¬ 
ments from my neighbors. — Father Mendoza and Father 
Monteverde. — The little brother of Andra Mora. — Deli- 
rium. — Starvation and its nighmares-Some prisoners are 
moved. — Enter Juliac-Father Lobera and his twenty-four 
hour confinement. A literary form of delirium tremens. — 
In the shadow of the desk. — The death of Ramon Isidore 
Rendon. — A hint for socialists. — The final joropo. 


February-March 1919, 

Another tidal wave of arrests swept over Caracas 
and drove everything before it as far as the corner 
of del Hoyo. On November 13, 1915 a priest, Evaristo 
Ramirez, one of the deacons attached to the metro¬ 
politan chapter, his brother-in-law M r Jose Maria 
Franco, M r Francisco Rivero Saldivia, M r Eduardo 
Porras Bello a newspaper man and former editor 
the Caracas paper El Ttempo, the parish priest 
°* La Trinidad Tomas Monteverde, D r Francesco 
Paula Reyes, Lieutenant-Colonel Carlos Garcia 
Larvallo — who died the following year — M r Dio- 
aisio Borges, D r Arnaldo Morales former Minister of 
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Education and Finance who was freed a fo w (] 
later, the poet Ildemaro Urdaneta, Colonel 
Urbaneja and General Antonio Ramos were arm, 
there arrested. The latter was freed quickly on tlV 
particularly occasion. Now he has just been brouch 
in again and placed in one of the cells opposite 


mine. 


Two years later the priest D r Regulo L. Franquis. 
a deacon and influential member of the metropo¬ 
litan chapter was caught on the beach of La Guiara 
as he was on the point of fleeing the country. He was 
tied up, severely beaten and dragged’ barefoot 
across the mountains to La Rotonde, Other arres¬ 
ted at the same time included Antonio Pio Garcia, 
R. Porras Ortiz, Pedro Bosque Fernandez, and a 
certain Ventura Hernandez. Hernandez was impri¬ 
soned because he had helped conceal Father Franquis 
ana the others because they had been conniving 
at his escape. These gentlemen were released on 
June 13, 1919. 


At the time of these arrests M. Gomez Ordaz 
was also taken into custody. He and Dionisio Borges 
were confined in the section of La Rotonde reserved 
for common-law criminals. The same thing happened 
to several other men indicted for political offenses. 
Antonio Pio Garcia was again arrested on January 
12, 1918 and is still in confinement. An officer, whose 
name I have not been able to secure, died at Police 
Headquarters about the same time as a result of 
the treatment he had received there. 

The two priests Franquis and Ramirez died of 
poison, the former on december 16, 1917, three 
months after he had been thrown into jail, the latter 
a few days later on January 23,1918. Of all those who 
ad been involved in this affair only four survived* 
Porras Bello was a mong these survivors. This 
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was already very inconsiderate of him and by way 
of aggravating his offense and in spite of the seventy- 
five 0 pound grillos he was obliged to drag about 
with him, this hardened reprobate managed to 
break the rules of the establishment. He actually 
supplied remedies and food to those who were ill. 
He also washed their sores and nursed their attacks 
of fever, to say nothing of securing, by some trick 
known only to himself, certain comforts from 
Governor Mediana from whom it was as difficult to 
obtain a dose of bicarbonate as an ounce of pure 
radium. During the influenza epidemic when prac¬ 
tically all the prisoners were ill, Bello, ruffian that 
he was, connived with Arevalo his accomplice to 
attend to the washing of the seventy-odd bedpans 
of his companions. Such criminals always find aco¬ 
lytes to aid then in executing their misdeeds. 

All at once I caught sight of an extraordinary 
figure crossing the court-yard. Is it a lunatic or a 
man in fancy dress ? He wears a bath-robe and his 
black, curly hair falls to his waist. The bar of his 
grillos is so heavy that he drags then along on a little 
wagon the wheels of which are made out of spools 
of thread. He stops for a moment, bows pleasantly 
to the group of men warming themselves in the sun 
and raises his head. Now I recognize him. He is 
Homan Delgado-Chalbaud. 

Delgado-Chalbaud was arrested on May 17 1913. 
At that time he was President of the Gompanie de 
Navigation Fluviale et Cotiere. One hundred and 
fifty-seven other men were arrested at the same time. 
Fifty-seven were thrown into the dungeons of the 
fortresses of Porto Cabello and San Carlos, fifty 
remained at La Rotonde ; others were freed one by 
? ne after having been confined for periods ranging 
r °m three to six years. At the time of which I am 
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now writing seven were still alive and at T fl t> , 
Homan Delgado-Chalbaud, the f-imo,,* 

lor Lins I'crcz, and Colonels M LMtrado 
OhIoh Iru and Ramon Parraga. The last 
Leer was paralyzed but nevertheless chained ^th 
pa.ro! ,/r, tins, those worn by the Delgado-Chalbaurf 
hrol hers and the aged General Avelino UzJL,? 
who had been locked up about the same tirnA n 
account of the personal dislike of Gomez, weighed 
1 lv [ <! P 0UI| ds apiece, the former governor, Luis 

Duarte Cacique, had tortured these prisoners bv 
shutting them up naked in cells of which the pa¬ 
vement was daily flooded to a depth of several 
inches. Double curtains were nailed over the doors 
so that neither light nor air could get in and for 
years they were kept on a starvation diet. The only 
way they managed to survive was thanks to the 
self-sacrifice of their companions who passed them 
some of their own scanty supply of food. 

I his was done in spite of the cruel watchfulness 
of the jailors, all convicted criminals who had been 
specially chosen from the lowest class of convicts. 
One of the most notorious of these wardens was a 
culi, a Hindu who had escaped from one of the is¬ 
lands of the Antilese near Trinidad and whose fero¬ 
cious instincts had appeared after he had been be¬ 
trayed by a woman. When asked why he was in 
prison he always gave the same answer ; « Woman 
deceive me. I kill woman. I kill son. I kill mo¬ 
ther of woman. I kill dog. I kill cat. I not kill 
parrot because it fly away. » 

I his was the type of man who was put in charge 
°f the prisoners imprisoned for political offenses. 

Hegarding Antonio Leocadio Bermudez, 
achimbo,. another of the wardens, I also bear 
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various tales. He, like the Turk at San Carlos when 
Jorge Bello was there or Nereo, seems to have 
been one, of those wretched beings whose natu¬ 
ral instincts and vicious training specially qualify 
them to ill-treat their fellow-men. They are the 
scum of society. Many people are particularly severe 
in their judgements of such monsters, who are often 
held responsible for the sufferings which we were 
made to endure. Some of their victims after being 
released sought to revenge themselves on these 
a prison-curs » as we used to call them. Yet these 
same people are prepared to sing the praises of a 
Gomez on the floor of Congress or in the press. I 
recall a striking instance of this sort of thing. A 
young lawyer, who had been at one time himself 
in prison proceeded to especially prosecute Nereo, 
the warden convicted of murdering his mistress and 
whose sentence had not yet been decided. This 
lawyer became one of Gomez’favorites, after one 
of his relatives had married the despot’s son, and 
revenged himself on Nereo by having him sent to 
the dungeons of the Chateau. Yet it is obviously 
wrong that such men as Nereo Pacheco, who after 
a was nothing but an obscur underling, should 
pay for the crimes instigated and encouraged by 
those whom later the prosecutors acclaim. Christ, on 

Lh T S ?\ dl . d n0t demand th e punishment of those 
who had driven m the nails and cast lotes for His 

given foMf 1 * C ° ntrary H< \ bcgged that they be for- 
fT / d he ! r lgnorance ’ their blindness, the der.l h 

£» ^ s " nk M ? it 

thonuK fv tt pt to * aven g° * their fellows, even 

do rtfn 6y remove that particular brute would 
more permanent good if thev * i WOu d 

dl gnified attitude and did 4 ^ mam Lained a more 

o, 
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personal feuds. If one condemns to hard labor or 
severe punishment of any kind men such as the 
culi , the Cachimbos, or the Nereos, what is left 
for the Medinas, the « don Juanchos, the Marquez 
Bustillos and the Juan Vicentes ? I put on the same 
moral plane Nereo Pachecco and General Vicentico. 
The latter I pillory beside his father among that 
collection of reprobates whose only hope of absolu¬ 
tion lies in the forgetfulness of posterity and the 
innate and incorrigible thoughtlessness of the Vene¬ 
zuelans in the days of the decadence of the Republic. 
If it was for me to pass sentence upon’them it would 
perhaps be only Nereo for whom the gate of repen¬ 
tance would open wide its doors of mercy. 

The alleged conspiracy of Delgado-Chalbaud arri¬ 
ved most opportunely for Gomez. The latter is a 
brilliant business man and he seized the pretext to 
exort some 200.000 bolivars from Delgado-Chalbaud 
during the year 1913. It was Duarte Cacique, who 
was governor at the time, who sent Roa, now the 
secretary of La Rotonde, to inform the prisoner 
that he would be deprived of food and water until 
he had signed an order for to pay out such and such 
an amount. On Chalbaud’s refusing to do so the 
threat was carried out and he was left thirsty and 
starving in his cell. No one even came near him to 
empty his toilette. At last he signed. This took 
place on several occasions and explans why 
M ra(: Delgado-Chalbaud paid over some 50.000 pesos 
to Cacique and his son. The father died 
sudderly. The son lay a long while ill with 
cancer of the shoulder at the Military Hospital, 
iheir deaths put an end to a course of procedure 
which Dumas the Rider would never have conceived, 
lhe unhappy man is ignorant to this day that 
Gomez is at present the owner of his ranches, for 
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A cell. In the voal, it is so wheis the curtain is fixed. During the first, months 
one stuffs the upper part and the curtain is fixed in. The cell of which the 
aspect is that of a trapeze, measure 1 m.70 on 2 m. 10 : the height is 2 m 70 
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^ketwo r * n g s (A. etB)are placed on the prisoners ankles. Next tho bar(C) h 
slipped through them and held in place by a rivet (D). The feet are placed in 
le pot-ilion shown in the medallion. In order to walk the prisoner slips a rope 
over the ends of the bar and places an object of some sort (a tin box or bit of 
wood) underneath the bar between the rings. The bar weighs 55 or 70 lbs and 
loci ring about 27 lbs more. The prisoners wears these « grillos » throughout 
s con ncmcnt which lo its at least three, sometimes as much as sixteen yea*'* 
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his wife was not allowed to consult him as to whether 
or not she should sell at a price fixed by the buyer, 
who threatened her father, till the latter agreed to 
turn over to him the three farrrjs belonging to Del- 
gado-Chalbaud. As a fitting climax to this episode 
we find Gomez seizing shares of stock in the Com- 
panie de Navigation Fluviale et Goti^re valued at 
over half a million bolivars which were the private 
property of Delgado-Chalbaud selling them for 
20 °/ 0 of their value and becoming sole head of the 
entire enterprise. 

Even supposing that a conspiracy against Gomez 
really had existed would it have justified such mea¬ 
sures ? If this beast in human form must satisfy 
his cruelty what more does he need than thie sight 
of strong men reduced to huddled skeletons, livid 
ghosts, starving, ruined, abject in their misery ? 
What need he fear of this man laden with chains 
and too exhausted to dream of vengeance or even 
to do more than drag out a few years of ill-health 
and depression ? 

It seems inexplicable that Roman Delgado-Chal¬ 
baud should still be alive. And yet his movement 
are lithe, his glance dark and quick. The sight of 
him recalls to my mind a host of memories. His 
misfortunes, his bravery, his energy have won over 
even his enemies. He has been here now nine years. 
What crime can he be expiating ? 

This is his sin. He dared to write on the first page 
on his service-sheet words which have remained in- 
effacable ever since. He backed them up with his 
fortune, his social position, his career. His initiation 
into public life was brief but hectic. He was trained 
111 the agressive, belligerent school of Castro. In his 
youth he was hard and cruel himself. The atmosphere 
which surrounded him was an atmosphere of gam- 
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bling, of quick promotion, of temptations rarely 
resisted, I can recall the night when, towards the 
end of 1907, from my cell in the fortress of Puerto 
Gabello where I was already confined for political 
offenses, I listened to the exuberant rejoicings that 
accompanied his marriage. In those days he was a 
squadron commander in the navy, the head of the 
navy-yard. Rockets shot skyward. Waves of music 
drifted upwards to our calls. Whistles blew. Cheers 
sounded in the distance. Love, wealth, happiness, 
all that this world has to offer lay in the hands of 
the pampered child of fortune. Three cells away 
from mine another political prisoner. Duarte Ca¬ 
cique, groaned in agony. He was suffering from a kid¬ 
ney complaint and no medical attendance was avail¬ 
able. His only companion and comforter was the 
priest Adolfo Lopez. Five years passed. Duarte Ca¬ 
cique was governor of La Rotonde and l oman Del- 
gado-Chalbaud was one of the prisoners under his 
care. 

The cruelty of Duarte Cacique is something that 
cannot be described. Difformed in body and soul 
he was vicious, and spiteful exacting full measure 
for what he had been obliged to endure in the past. 

Perhaps the time has really come when, in the 
name of a pure and abstract justice, one may pass 
judgement on the case of Delgado-Chalbaud. The Go¬ 
mez clan accuses him of being a hypocrite and a 
traitor, of having pretended to be the friend of 
Juan Vincente up to the morning when the plot \va» 
to be carried out. But one curious thing about tins 
indictment is that it is drawn up by the very P tH T c 
who participated in the plot and all the other p ° & 
that accompany the existence of this abnoinia^ 
creation, that calls itself a duly constituted g over /* 
ment, but which is nothing more nor less than a g 0 
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rification of deceit and treason. This regime like 
those which preceded it resembles that of a prison 
or a convict camp. One may either be for Gomez or 
against Gomez, but in both cases one is within his 
walls, watched by his spies, threatened by their 
daggers. A highly organized force of personal police 
encircles, in a band of steel a whole nation con¬ 
sisting of two and a half million men living in a ter¬ 
ritory of seven hundred square miles. You are a pri¬ 
soner whether you live in the palace of Miraflores 
or in a cell at La Rotonde, whether you banquet 
in the dining hall of the pleasure house at Maracay 
or gnaw a bone in the dungeons of the fortress of 
San Carlos. The only difference is that one prison 
is out in the open, the other behind high walls, but 
both are prisons. In the fertile valleys of Ar’agua 
you may have titles and make money, in the hell¬ 
holes one catches fleas and dysentery, on the natio¬ 
nal highways you get sun-stroke and lashes. At heart 
all Venezuelans are animated by a spirit of hatred 
or revenge, or hope that some day some one 
preferably Gomez himself shall pay for all this and 
pay dear. Such a thing as loyalty no longer exists. 
No one is ever so thoroughly betrayed as by their 
closest friend. 


When one recalls that in the present instance 
the chief prisoner is the general’s closest friend 
why should one feel indignant. After all the Gomez 
family are nothing but a band of highwaymen who, 
a gun in each hand, are obliging the nation to stand 
an d deliver. Gan it be called treason in such case 
* 0r s °me man to slip up behind the robbers and strike 
°wn their pistol or to slam the door in their faces 
j* n d call in the police. Yet they brand such a man a 
^ r aitor and say, « Did he not try to take our weapons 
r °m us, to make us give up our booty ? » 
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Or, if the victim gets away then they are equaii 
indignant. « Just think how ungrateful he is. ~ J 
off and he actually has kept his shirt and trousers ! 

Let it be known once and for all neither Delgado 
Chalbaud, nor the young officers, nor the yo Un « 
civilians who helped Gomez, nor anyone in all Vene¬ 
zuela is disloyal. To be disloyal is to return evil for 
good, to bite the hand that fed you. Gomez i s 
the incarnation of disloyalty, of treachery, his 
rule is treason converted into a plank in the govern¬ 
mental platform. One does not betray a traitor, one 
dupes him, one leads him into an ambush, one blind¬ 
folds him, — and then one shoots him like dog 
that he is. 

Juan Vicente Gomez was a traitor when, 
in 1911, having sent Delgado-Chalbaud to Eu¬ 
rope with full plenipotentiary powers to arrange 
with European capital to establish banks and other 
commercial enterprises in Venezuela, lies after his 
agent returnedhaving concluded agrements which 
would be advantageous to Venezuela, repudiated Del- 
gado-Ghalbaud’s negociations and made him and those 
who had trusted him a public langhing stock. This 
Gomez did for fear the introduction of fereign capital 
might hamper his lawless methods of handling the 
public finances and of interfering in commercial 
enterprises of all kinds. 


Gomez was a traitor, when, in 1913, he invent 
a silly fairy tale as an excuse for wholes^ 
arrests and when later, still under the sai 
pretext, he suspended the constitutional guarantee 
nf , th ? s T rd 0f d * c tat°rship and, at a single bio 
cof C ^ 1,; Constitution in order to exerci 
p e e and uncontrolled authority. 

played f h “. net f en y° ars of Public life Gomez h 
I y d the traitor nineteen times. He betrayed Cf 
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tro to their common enemies at La Victoria and Ciu¬ 
dad Bolivar *, and then turned and took Castro’s 
part against his former allies. Feeling that he had 
nevertheless lost the confidence of the man who 
had first given him a chance to succeed, he threw 
himself into the arms of Baldo, of Baptista and of 
Paul but when the panic of 1906 occured he left 
the latter to fend for themselves. 

Having managed to regain Castro’s favor Gomez 
definitely betrayed the trust that the el dor man plac¬ 
ed in him. Incidentally he managed to sacrifice 
Paul. He associated himself with Alcantara and 
the members of the « Conspiracy » to whom he pre¬ 
sented as spoils the members of Baptist a’s clan. 
When the young members of the Club Venezuelien 
had become convinced of the good-faith of this fat, 
crafty, apparently guiless accomplice of thiers he, 
one fine day, had them rounded up by his police and 
given the choice of the Caribean sea or the cells of 
La Rotonde. Constantly one finds him siding with 
those who supported him in 1908 to checkmate 
those who had helped pass the « temporary decree » 
and those who had taken part in the campaign of 
Coro and of whom he is now afraid. Today, who 
can he look on as a friend ? Even the members of 
his own family call him « the General » and avoid 
him, while the ridiculous figurehead who acts as his 
servant and bears the title of President pro tem is 
not a man but a saw-dust puppet. 

, The low hypocrisy of Gomez is apparent in every¬ 
thing he does. For instance one day at Macuto, the 
beautiful young wife of Delgado-Chalbaud a wo¬ 
man belonging to one of our best families, mad 

l r (1) Two cities of Venezuela where after hard fighting a 
revolution against Castro was suppressed. 
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with grief at having had no news of her husband for 
years^ and years, threw herself at Gomez’s feet 
with her two little children and with tears streaming 
down her cheeks, seized his hand and said. 

« Compadre I implore you for the sake of my 
little children to free Roman ? » 

The kind hearted General helped her to rise and 
said paternally. 

« Why certainly, comadre , I will hasten to do so. » 

That same night he described at the dinner table 
what had occured. 

« What did you tell her ? » asked one one of his 
sister. 

« That I would free her husband as soon as I 
took office as president. » 

«. And as you have no intention of doing that 
for some time... » answered Gomez’sister, complet¬ 
ing with a smile her brother’s sentence. 


¥ 


* 

* 


The court-yard becomes empty. As I watch I 
see an old man emerge from the shadows of the over¬ 
hanging roof and walk towards the well. The rattle 
of heavy chains accompagnies his mouvements. 
He seems a figure come down from the ceiling of the 
Sixtine chapel. His beard, as snarled and matted 
as that of a goat, falls almost to his waist. He is 
coming from the bath. A towel is knotted about his 
middle. His long white beard and hoary head are 
clarely visible in the rays of the burning sun. He 
bears on one shoulder the heavy cord that fixes an 
enormous pair oi grillos to his musc.ular ankles. The 
bar between the grillos is as thick as a man’s wrist. 

e stops in front of the curtain, from behind whn * 
some has called to him, smiles and bows cordially 
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and his blue eyes, as they turn in my direction, iu. vn 
the candid expression one rinds m those of « ''.Inh 
It is General A veil o. lie was nrreHl-e.il at 
time of affair Delgado-Glial baud ami ia now over 
eighty years old. He served for many yearn wile 
distinction in the Venezuelan army. Gomez in raven 
crins himself on him because Uzealogib refused to 
help him plot the overthrow of Gipriaiio Centro. At 
that time Uzcategui was military comma mler of 
the Federal District and he remained loyal to bin 
chief. This is an unforgivable sin in the eyes of 
Gomez. 

Uzcategui bears his captivity courageously. Ah 
he stand there in the middle of the court yard 
his white hair, still wet, gleaming in I lie light ho is 
a wonderful example of resolution, of sin.ugh, of 
unconquerable revolt. Garcita passes by and hands 
him affectionately a little pot of coffee, which the 
old man drinks smilingly. Four generation}* separate 
the boy from the man, four generations which have 
steadily gone down-hill. 

I must retire from my « periscope », the sight of 
the court-yard, the melancholy aspect of the corner 
of the prison, the dwarfed trees trying to grow bet¬ 
ween the cracks of the ciment, the motionless pi ls¬ 
ners, all this makes me feel depressed and ill. 

There is only one note of coolness, of beauty in 
the picture. The water in the fountain. Here the 
pigeons come and drink occasionally. Frightened by 
something they rise and escape towards the roof 
°ps. I he sound of their wings strikes our ears like 
a sI ap in the face. 


* 

* ¥ 

A man confined in La Rotonde or, in the court- 
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yard, as one calls the space that divides the two pri¬ 
sons walks over and strikes the hour with a piece 
of iron. No lover, neither Tristan nor Hero waiting 
in the darkness for Leandre, ever measured with 
a more restless fever the passage of the minutes and 
hours than do the prisoners marking meticulously 
the all too laggard march of time. I have managed 
to find an escape from that obsession by plunging 
my mind into a sea of thoughts that have as little 
as possible ot do with what goes on about me. I 
force myself to forget where I am, but ail too fre¬ 
quently I am recalled to reality. When I lie stretched 
out on my plank with my eyes fixed on the ceiling 
or the leprous walls spotted with sinister stains I 
cannot help seeing the faint scratches, made with a 
finger nail, by which the former occupants of the 
cells left records of their passage there. The hand¬ 
writing is frequently awkward and ill formed. Only 
the fortunate few have managed to scribble with 
a bit of brick, or a worn-out pencil stub. Near my 
feet, on the wall is an inscription « Clara Campo. » 
He was a native from Guyana who died here. Further 
along is the menu of a meal « two bits of bread, one 
cheese, three papelones. »It is signed « Aureliano Ro¬ 
bles. » lhat general also died in cell 41, where Lieu¬ 
tenant Colonel Carlos Garcia Garvallo likewise breath¬ 
ed his last. Above there are a few words scratched 
on the stone with a pointed instrument of some sort. 
« Leopoldo Ortega Lima ». Did he too perish there ’• 
No one can tell. I knew him well ; He was a young 
and gifted man, the son of General Leopoldo Ortega* 

is mother, a very intelligent and energetic woman, 
ost her husband while still very young. She was the 
augiher of General Evaristo Lima 1 and niece 0 

U) Remarkable military leader of great wealth. 
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, rAn i cavalry officer Luis Loreto 1 . Her eldest 
t,he g fhe hope of thir declining years, perished in 
8 ° n ’ Hvin2 of want and starvation. He, or some 
one° else copied some bitter, poignant epigrams, 
L verses bv Jose de Diego, still faintly visible 
s0 ,, w n purther on one finds the title of a book 
which probably Lima intended to write « La Rotonde 

Qppri from inside. )) _ 

Each of these inscriptions, each of the bloody 

stains tells a story. A story of suffering, of pain of 
hunger, of martyrdom. All these cells are full of the 
germs of consumption. One sees on the faces of the 
prisoners the symptoms of that dread disease. 

Poor Colonel Americo Spinetti whose muffled 
voice and hacking cough I sometimes hear. I have 
seen him Walking about. Deathly pale, hollow cheeked, 
with thin shoulders and his poor bones almost pierce- 
i g his worn blouse. One of the orderlies named 
Ramon Isidro Rendon has had to be relieved from 
duty. He spent hours lying on the ground waiting 
for death to come and put him out of his misery. 
Next to him Victor Caricote, who looked like a 
wrinkled mummy, cursed and swore when he felt 
his end drawing near. An intestinal form of tuber¬ 
culoses is what generally carries them off finally. 

In the afternoon, after the rancho, a wretched 
sort of stew in which rotten grains of corn float about 
111 riny water which the orderlies pass under the 
curtains while Nereo watches them with a severe 
gances, I return to my observation post. I make 
* ew rem arks to Nereo. When he goes away a low 

UK( ur Calls to me from neighboring cell. 

Who are you ? » I ask. 

» 

**'■ ttehalt 'if ti* “° rSeman W “° Was known 
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« A man you know,Lucas Manzano... « Gonfalon 

I am surprised that he should he here. He was so 
friendly with Masquez Bustillos and indeed with 
all the members of the administration. He explains 
to me that the disgrace of one of the favorites caused 
him to get into trouble and that he has been here 
for days and days. Manzano recognized my voice 
when I spoke to Nereo. He worries over what may 
have happened to his wife and little daughters, but 
nevertheless jokes about our wretched food and the 
torments we are obliged to endure. From Manzano 
I find out who our neighbors are. On the right we 
have Torres Abandero, D r Juan Jose Abreu, D r Ju- 
liac, Jorge Luciani. Further along, in cell n° 48, the 
one next to the stairs and with double blankets 
nailed over the door, is D r Aquiles Iturbe. Quietly, 
secretly we establish contacts from one cell to an¬ 
other. There are many surprises. Some of the prisoners 
say they cannot eat, others are ill, a few refuse to 
« carrj/ on conversations » for fear of « compromising 
themselves. » 

Almost immediately thanks to my neighbors 

an ® orderlies I manage to identify all the priso- 

neis w 10 cioas the court or who sit at the doors of 
their cells. 


• f j. e , re ^? r instance is D r Francisco de Paula Rev* 
ii- HS S 101 pointed beard and streaming white ha: 

ooking w fu ,,y at gky H . g misf ^ tuneg a 

+4 f 11 f 0 lls captivity. It is the third or four! 

he i<; ri aS V*rown into jail. Each time th; 
funernf ^ ase 1 ls in order that he may attend tl 
with h^ ° ne sons * Another dark, thin ms 

Reves ,^ 1 . ^ mus .i' ac hes and a aloof manner 
Delgado or,? 0 ' , Slttlng on a little bench Migu 
The Ltw Ud 18 Ulkin g t0 Nestor Luis Pere: 

seems made of wax his ears are tram 
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that parent and his shrunken body looks lost ma 
blouse is too big for him. Can it be the same restless, 
energetic, lively man with whom I plotted in m-. 

I see Ramon Parraga go by. He makes a great 
deal of noise when he walks about because his irons 
are light. He has one leg paralysed and the idea ot 
putting irons on the other is stupid .and crue . is 
great black eyes have the fixity of incipient madness^. 

Each separate group seems to have its special 
time for going out in the court-yard. Today it seems 
that they have agreed to arrange it so that we will 
see them all and that we may exchange a silent greet - 
ting. I recognize Fermin Huizi, Rafael-Ricarao 
Revenga, Colonel Ponte Urbaneja and Don as 
Pancho Rivero Saldivia as ironic and pleasant 
ever who answers the disagreable remarks of Nereo 
so wittily that we cannot help laughing. 

Norbeto Borges, who is also in irons, drags his 
lame leg along with a great clatter. He is deaf, thin 
and has aged greatly. To have shackled Parraga, 
the paraletic and Borges, the cripple, gives an idea 
of the friendish cruelty of Governor Medin, who 
has a wooden leg himself and should sympathize 
with those who suffer from the same affliction. 

I have already spoken of D r Francisco-Dominguez 
Acosta, who in 1906 was Secretary General of Cara- 
bobo and was interested in theosophy. Acosta’s 
only crime was that he published an article in his 
magazine Dharma , which was reprinted in El Fono- 
grafo and resulted in the suppression of both publi¬ 
cations. In this famous article all that Acosta said 
was that the time had come to attack tyranny all 
° Ver the world, to purify society and to refuse to 
continue the ridiculous attitude of neutrality that 
the goverment . had adopted. He was condemned 
0 prison and to be placed in irons. This amounted 
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to a death sentence for him. From my observato 
} watch him as he sits on a box near the little tre^ 
that grow in the court-yard. His eyes are shadow^ 
and turn to the water falling from the fountain 
At times he smiles when D r Reyps, trembling with 
rage, curses Nereo with especial violence, or when 
the pigeons come down for a drink. Both smiles are 
equally fender. Close by nice looking Carlos Iru’is i s 
washing his linen. He too is a victim of « Don J uan ! 
chi to », for in Venezuela each of the tyrants has his 
own prisoners. There are those who have been « p u t 
away & by order of D r Vivas, among them Huizi,and 
lldemaro Urdaneta. Octavio Pocaterraof Maracaibo 
was also arrested by order of Vivas at the request 
ol’ bis negro dentist. As the prisoner lacked poli¬ 
tical protectors lie was left to his fate and died of 
consumption in the criminals section of La Rotonde. 

I here arc prisoners who have no idea of who sent 
them there and others who do not know what crime 
they are accused of. Others are confined for perfect- 
y i idiculous charges. For instance there is voung 
Pedro Ezequiel Garcia who landed at La Guira on 
13 way hack irom New York, it having been 
nimored that Garcia was bringing back some letters 
wi h him, he was searched. Although no letters 
were not lound on his person or in his baggage, 
*!: ' V,LS sei1 ^ ha Rotonde, placed in irons and cut 
0 rom communication with the outside world. 

David Gimon Perez, President of the state of 
o ivai sent here one hundred men who had join- 
6 e opposition forces at the time when General 
om ci ii ur] I lermandez was camping near the mouths 

V U during the « conspiracy » of Du- 

th r,nC /'*^y were su PP°sed to be put to work on 
a* roads. 1 have already told how eighteen died 

“^treatment at Guanta. Of the fifty who were 
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sent to La Rotonde seven are still alive. These sur¬ 
vivors are Reyes Moncado who was brought here 
before his wounds were healed,. Mogollon, Narcisso 
Garcia, Ernesto Garias, Americo Spinetti, Garicote 
and Ramon Isidro Rendon. 

It happened quite often that from my periscope 
1 watched the movements of a little old man with a 
malicious face. His name is General Felix Mosquero. 
He reminded me of the Quillon Quilonides of Sien- 
kiewicz. Mosquera seemed to have reached the last 
stages of decrepitude and was on excellent terms 
with Nereo. Sometimes he lost his temper and flew 
into a rage abusing even his companions, particu¬ 
lar Garcote and some of the other prisoners on the 
same tier. He had probably gone a little mad from 
grief and starvation. 

When one of the prisoners suddently loses his 
mind and begins to insult the others Nereo is much 
amused and eggs him on. The person he particularly 
likes to see attacked is Father Mendoza. If anyone 
dares to intervene and take the priest’s side the 
warden becomes angry and threatens to beat both 
Father Mendoza and his friend. 

Yesterday Father Mendoza was in the middle 
of the court-yard motionless, silent and sad in his 
long white cloak which falls to his feet and even 
hides his irons. The latter are enormous. The rope 
that holds them in place is a heavy one which marks 
the old man’back like a sort of stole. Occasionally 
his rich, powerful voice with its rich inflexions is 
heard urging patience and demanding justice. 

Besides him is Father Monteverde, a man of 
seventy, as thin as a skeleton ,with his neck bent by 
j e weight of his chains. Father Monteverde seldom 
speaks. The two priests have been living this life 
01 seven or eight years. Mendoza was arrested be. 
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cuse in one of his sermons, delivered at tho i 
of the Valle of which he was rector, he dared , 
against the existing state of sexual immorahl v , l 

he saw all about him. Gomez felt that the 
applied to him. inar Ks 

Monteverde had been implicated in one of tW 
absurd plots such as the police invent to 
their existence and for which they manufacture £ 
evidence and pick out the guilty persons in advance' 

Meanwhile Archibishop Rincon Gonzalez is un 
disturbed at Maracay. The Papal Nuncios come and 
go bestow their blessings on the Administration 
collect the offering of the faithful and little by little 

prepare the way for the gradual invasion of Vene- 
zuela by foreign clergy. 

Gomez as head of the state has behaved more dis¬ 
respectfully towards the Church than any of his 
predecessors. The exile of Archibishop Guevara 
y uzman Blanco 1 about which so much fuss was 
nia e is insignificant compared to the crimes of 
Juan Vicente, against which the Vatican has never 
u ere a word of protest. Gomez exiled Father Oraa, 
e poisoned Father Ramirez and Father Franquiz 

an i i. eSe venera ^ e priests, Mendoza and Monte- 
vercle, have been kept in irons in spite of their failing 
nealth for the last eight years at La Rotonde. What 
has become of the spirit of the Church Militant, of 
e J S ni ^y of the Episcopal Power, of the shepherd's 
crook supposed to protect his flock ? To satisfy a 
ord of scheming priests Gomez scatters a handfull 
o ishoprics and canonships and the Venezuelan 
? er l=>y> headed by their Archbishop, grovel on all- 
ours to fight over them. After which they proceed 


cause nf ^ res *hent of Venezuela who did much for the. 

cause of civilization. 
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nr> pastoral letters and articles for the re- 

u i i . . » n• _ A ~ 


to draw up ] 
ligious press 
State. 


in praise of public morals and the 


At nine o’clock we heard outside the grating the 
call that means that something is about to happen. 

« Hie there, 'Nereo ! » 

« Everybody into their cell. Drop the curtains. » 

I decide to remain lying on my plank waiting to 
see what will happen. 

People come and go. They pass through the gra¬ 
ting and out again. I hear them questioning and 
threatening the prisoners. Only last night in cell 
n° 40, right beside me they put the poor man confi¬ 
ned there through a kind of « third degree ». Now 
I hear the oily and unkind voice of Roa, the Gover¬ 
nor’s secretary saying. 

« But why don’t you tell us what we want to 
know ? Just'see what an awkward position that puts 
us in. And it will only make things harder for you. » 

Medina himself is helping Roa interrogate the 
Gctim. I he governor is sitting on a chair which 
|Vreo has brought him while the latter remains a 
ew s ^ e P s °utside the door, watching that the other 



prisoners do not try and come too close to their 
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<t Yes. » 

« Let us look at one another. » 

Quickly we both lift up a corner of the C n • 
It is the work of an instant. The face that I rtain * 
fore me is deathly pale but calm with dark '“ ^ 
and a short, little mustache. He is probably tw <' ] " 
six or twenty-eight. The smile we exchange d , 
eloquent one. an 

Dropping the curtains back into place we resum 
our conversation. My new neighbor tells me Lbt 
as the result of the tortures he has endured the skir 
of his genital organs has been torn off and the pain r 
spreading through his lower abdomen and kidrievs 
in turn relate what probably happened to the 
prisoner who occupied the cell he is now in and who 
was taken away yesterday at noon. I had caught a 
g mpse of this prisoner earlier in the day. He was 
a mere boy only fifteen or sixteen years old, so he 

cause^he harM? e . c *^ 11 oL know his exact age be- 
He had i, ,i een - 1 ? P r son (< such a long while. » 

“ ^ ^Ttoldhi^:: much aTl 

the Trmihi l 'h Plle 'V * f eard that he had died at 

“■'rrLiT’' 1 “ d ■ iopp “' 

<< What is the matter ? » I inquired. 

broLW C Mv r0ken W ‘ Lh grief answer ®d, « He was my 
« Look/t if 1 " 6 1S Manuel Andrade Mora. » 
felon » irom n" ‘ ; | 0 . Jncs the c ur ». Warned « Gon- 
H, fi , lhe . oLIler side. 

«cur»ta mp U j S re lned to the back of our cells. The 
*’ cur smg, and shouted that if he caught 
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any prisoner « blabbing » with another one he’d 
have them both beaten. Men had died after such 
beatings. 

Nor was the threat an empty one. During the 
first days of my captivity some one to my left who 
was ill and delirious believed that he was being 
spied on and kept on crying. 

« I see you, Nereo. I know you are coming to 
hang me. Come in, come in, if you dare. I’ll strangle 
you with my bare hands, you ruffian, you vile 
wretch. » 

Delirium is a horrible thing. We imagined that 
what the mad man was saying was true and that 
Nereo’s denials were pure hypocrisy. 

« Keep quiet, hold your tongue. » 

« Yes, I see you coming, I know you are in that 
corner. » 

The attack grew worse and the tragic dialogue 
went on all night. Our overstrained imagination 
and the shrieks of the sick man made us suppose 
things were happening that did not really take place. 
The next morning there was more shrieking and the 
sound of chains rattling violently. It seems that the 
man who had been delierious had left his cell and 

tried to throw himself over the railing into the court 
below. 

« Stop him, stop him. Don’t let him go over. 

on t let him kill himself » cried the prisoners on the 
lower tiers. 

The << Cur » and the orderlies came running up. 
ey seized the unfortunate man and tied him to the 
so 31 }* m ce ^’ Seating him violently as they did 
Rnl * T as tolerable. Cries of indignation came from 
Sole of the neighboring cells. 

°u coward ! You rascal ! You brute ! * 

011 t hurt him any more ! » 


11 
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« That’s enough Nereo ! » ordered Father Mendo 
in a commanding tone. 29 

Later I heard that the name of the victim w 
Jorge Luciani. as 

The wisest thing to do when such incidents 0c - 
cured was to remain a spectator and not take any 
part in the affair. Moreover when one is practical'y 
naked, with irons weighing seventy-five pounds 
attached to one’s feet, weak from lack of sleep and 
half starved how can a man find courage enough 
to do otherwise. All one is capable of is to try and 
peer through a crack in the curtain, lying on the cold 
floor with one’ s ear to the curtain. 


To-night however all sorts of things are happening. 
Prisoners with irons on their arms are going through 
the corridor. Some of our companions are crying 
out that they are being taken away in this fashion. 
Ihe guards put irons on the captives’arms in order 
they may be transferred from one place to another 
more rapidly as it is slow moving them when they 

ave on iron anklets. It is also sometimes done to 
alarm a prisoner. 


Imagine what it must be like to be lying still 
per aps even asleep, and suddenly feel oneself seiz- 
e .,/ n ' e darkness by unknown hands. Nereo, 
WJ at US > Cr V C ^ humor > remar> ks on such occasions. 

t i ° W ^ me *° sa y y° ur last prayer. » 
ear orres Abandero, whose voice I know by 
ns time crying, « What’s the matter ? Why am 1 

1S ar bed ? Where are you taking me ? * 
erco w 10 is a surly mood answers ? 
ohut up and pray. » 

cur lanterns * n the court-yard make my 

tasiir u 1IH ^ c ^ neina screen across which fam 

Ml d ° WS Pass and repass. 

once foot-steps stop outside my cell. The 
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curtain is pulled aside and a man comes in carrying 
another one on his back. He drops his burden beside 
my plank against the wall, then turns and goes 
out without saying a word. The newcomer lies where 
he has fallen, motionless. 

My eyes, grown used to the darkness, make out a 
bald head, a dark face, eyes that stare at me 
with an expression of indescribable terror. Suddenly I 
recognize him and throw my arms around him. 

« Doctor Juliac. » 

The poor man trembles with joy and surprise. 
Overcome with emotion he can only stammer out. 

« Pocaterra 1 God be praised! I thought you were 
dead. » 


Again we embrace. Try and imagine the feeling 
of two shipwrecked sailors finding one another on 
the same bit of wreckage in mid-ocean, or two neigh- 
bors meeting amid the confusion and turmoil that 
follows an earthquake. 

Juliac has brought many things with him. He 
cup a°Tno P ° tS Tl Pan 1’ 8 pim P ina ’ an aluminum 

Lis also X 7° PlateS ' Besides these su PP lie * 

ne is also the proud possessor of a pair of sandals 

«C »7;„"r "r-, B “ l h »»«? ™iu.S. 

ingly abmf 1ShiS f ^t neSS ' Hetalkst ° me touch- 

thf first LX ' 6y b ° th t00k P art in 

Blanco. When he Xi ?°, vements a S ain st Guzman 
1 ^id to him 6d d ° Wn ° n the hard atones 

ToLL!' u ake turns on the P lank - » 

-e of ourLgLlrLhetf 6 fam ° US 

Pro® t h» 0t lym , g ° n a bed of roses ? »> 

®ame. He tAP a Wf ! ys s P oke °f the ground by that 
becauj f lold , me why he was in prison it ,, 
use he and D r Abren had k f! . ft was 

had brou ght suit against 
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a client who would not pay what he owed th 
Every time they met their debitor in the street th** 
Used to remark by way of a joke. 

« Have you any news of « the man ? » 

A spy overheard them. Probably he thought the 
were referring to Gomez and that is how they cam 
to enter the gates of La Rotonde. ne 

When Juliac looked at his grillos which were 
like mine he would shake his head, and murmur 

« How shockingly vulgar those things are. » And 
we would both burst out laughing. 

Now that there were two of us life grew easier 
to bear. We told each other our troubles. Juliac is 
the most entertaining man in Venezuela, he knows 
everybody, has remembered everything. He is ex¬ 
tremely refined, highly intelligent and his irony has 
none of that bitter tang one finds so often in the 
phrases of men of lower origin. Occasionaly he 
grows melancholy, when he recalls his home, his 
wife, his daughters... 

« But my dear Juliac what reasons did they give 
for arresting you ? » 


» iMone at all. remaps they told you that t 
matter was very serious. To me they said nothi 
about it being serious or the reverse. Basilio Gabai 
°° ^ P 0 l’ c e station. On the way he tc 

wf e matter was one which concerned n 

i "V D e ! e ^ was Pl aCe d in a carriage and broug 
° , ? 0 on .de. 1 was put in solitary confineme 

n la c lains attached to my feet. Last night 
as asleep when Nereo came to take me out of i 
cell and put me in here. » 

« How about the other prisoners ? » 

noiso m° W nothin S for certain. Judgind by ‘ 
i ie way people come and go, they are 
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bringing new captives in. Half of Caracas must be 
here by this time. I've been here before now. » 

« What ? You have already been shut up here ? 

« Yes indeed. Several times in fact. But in those 
days there were no grillos. The curtain were only 
there to allow the prisoners to have some privacy. 
We were given everything we needed and allowed 
to see our friends and relatives at the grating. We 
had books to read. Cocho was governor then. It 
was in the days of Andrade 2 The last time I came 
Obdulio Bello 2 was our leader and Castro was in 
power. Even at that time there were no grillos. 

« A prisoner who had been at La Rotonde before, 
and who I knew at the citadel of Puerto Cabello, 
towards the end of 1907, told me that me that Gui- 
terrez Mendez, who was governor then, was severe 
and very cruel, towards some of the prisoners but 
that in general he did not allow them to be ill trea¬ 
ted or to be exploited. » 
i That may be true. » 

« At any rate, he was not like this infamous 
cripple, the sneaking low debased criminel, this 
highway-robber of a Medina. What hyena bore him 
and what have we done that he should treat us the 
way he does, » 

Juliacdidnot answer but bowed his bald hea din 
silence. In the square outside we heard the tramp- 
ln g of the sentries. The guard was being changed. 
A clock struck in the distance. And we stopped whis¬ 
pering. 

* 

* * 

^ w ^s almost nine o'clock one night and the pri- 

9) President of Venezuela from 1897-1899 overthrown 
y Castro. 

U) GovemoF of the Ftotondo famous fo? his kindness. 
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soners on the lower tier were getting ready to 
to bed when a voice was heard at the grating, a voic° 
the sound of which made our hearts beat faster ° 
« Nereo ! » 

The latter hurried to the gate, another leap brought 
him into the court-yard again. 

« Everybody into his cell, Drop the curtains. » 

A prisoner is being brought in. But something more 
than that is happening. The prisoners generally 
leap through the grating and this time we hear the 
grating being opened wide. That means that it is the 
governor who is coming in. His crippled leg will not 
let him jump through. Our sharp ears recognize 
every sound. From the foot-steps we can judge how 
many are in the party and who is there. The slapping 
of leggings in front—that is the Cur, steps in shoes — 
that must be the prisoner, then a tic-tac, tic-tac. 
that is the Governor’s wooden leg. A voice whis¬ 
pers, « Father Lobero. » 


They have hardly left the enclosure before we 
begin exchanging impressions. Why does the Gover¬ 
nor act like this ? What is taking place in Caracas ? 
Are indignation meetings still being held ? It is 
as . ^hat Father Lobera, who is so popular 

W1 . e !gh ecclesiastical authorities and the church 
going women should be here. 

Jiihac, leaning against the plank in the back of 
the cell, uttered words of wisdom. 

in ™; et t mg Serious is happening, Father Lobera 

I P h!°u' ( D j y ° U knOW what that means ? » 
low vnL 8 ‘‘r 11 ’° ^ r . aw an y conclusions. Neither the 

lost in th ° j I,riest ’ as plainL j f as that of a babe 
he snoko f T A n ° r humble manner in which 
nIon P0 0 ke t l! the Go ^nor, gave me a very high opi- 

increase whenTckfTi N °' dld my esteem for him 
n en « Gonfalon » tried to talk to him and 
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rec 

sia 


• ^ no reply or when Torres Abandero, cnthu- 
sticaUy, warned him of some of the dangers 

our pother Lobera, Father Lobera it is your fricml 

Torres Abandero, right here beside you, who is 
J n w to you. We are all friends and comrades in 
t a k Nereo, the Cur, has gone out. We greet you. 
We embrace you. Do not be frightened. Wo will all 
v l vou and we won’t let you be harmed. » 

« I will let you know when «the Cur » comes back », 
adds « Gonfalon ». 

From the back of his cell there comes a scared, 
timid voice, « I don’t want to speak to anybody ex¬ 
cept «the Cur. » 

This annoys Torres Abandero who answers iron- 
icslly* 

« Oh I see you are going in for that mystic stuff. 
You want to go into a retreat. Well you can retreat 
just as far as you like. » 

Here and there one hears sounds of laughter. 
But Juliac continues to believe that the confinement 
of Father Lobera is a forerunner of great things. 

« You’ll see, you’ll see. » 

And this is what I really saw. The following morn¬ 
ing at ten o’clock Father Lobera was escorted from 
his cell with the same ceremonial that had accompa¬ 
nied his arrival. A few moments later Captain Luis 
Rafael Pimentel was taken out of his dungeon n° 37 
on my right. The grillos which chained him to his 
r e °w prisoner Major Aponte were removed and the 
aptam was led down stairs and pushed through 
G grating. Pimentel was a man of thirty, tall 
nc and distinguished looking a perfect aristocrat 
Ppaerance. Now his reddish beard had grown 

‘WhaTh maUed ’ hiS , 1CgS kept apart b y the 

’ ad become so weak he could hardly stand 
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and it was only with the help of the orderlies that 
he was able to walk at all. He had been hung U p 
eleven times by his testicles. From his cell Pimentel 
was taken to see the Governor. I cannot tell why 
but I could not help thinking there was some con¬ 
nection between the release of the priest and the 
officer’s intrview with Medina. We were all worried 
what was happening to him. An hour later he was 
brought back and rechained to Aponte. Father 
Lobera was never seen again. He undoubtedly had 
been released permanently. In those few hours he 
had probably acted the part of a stool-pigeon. 

Before his departure however Father Mendoza has 
done his best to comfort the frightened eccleciastic 
and old Father Monteverde crossed the court several 
times, dragging his enormous grillos behind him 
in order to reassure Lobera. But that chaplain of 
the Sainte-Chapelle, the powerful church-man who 
even here received special favors, cowered like a 
whipped puppy in the corner of his cage. 

Apparently Lobera had not been instructed 

tnr^H m "t ° r , l ,' es ^ le establishment for he ven¬ 
tured out on the balcony. 

The latter" J* eTeo ' * Why should be call the warden ? 
the S reSp ° nded wd h alacrity and bounded up 

Wher^oUXng U Who Liu v there ? get ^ 

Shortly aftprwo a tJ d ^ 0U ^ ou cou ^^ come out? 
away. 7 aftenVards Father Lobera was taken 


we 

and 


had to defend ourselv es P f d “ nng ' Vh '° h 

?{* d ^en a scorpion 'ti n r ° m bugs of a " sorts ' 

Wh y L had seen in one a ° Ur ne !S h bors declared 
10 brought me mv cur t a i ns » the orderly 

mo * whispered « Ra- 

u l “is morning. » 
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Rendon was one of the orderlies. I watched the 
cell where the body was probably lying. Nereo went 
over to it with two needles and some heavy thread. 
The corpse was sewed up in the curtain that formed 
the door of the cell. Theiy carried it out at ten o’clock. 
One knows the procedure. An ambulance is sent 
for from the Vargas hospital. The stretcher is taken 
to the entrance, through which food and living pri¬ 
soners enter, there the body of this unhappy victim 
of misery and ill treatment is left for a while. Later 
it is taken away and, with the connivance of a doc¬ 
tor who is used to this sort of thing, a death certi¬ 
ficate is prepared showing that death took place 
in one of the hospital wards. 

When the body of Eloy Escobar Llamozas x , sewn 
in a sack, was handed over to his parents at the 
Vargas Hospital there was a scar on the neck that 
might have been that of a wound made with a wea¬ 
pon. Everyone understood that it probably came 
from the rope which held his grillos in place. Eloy 
Escobar Llamozas the son of the poet to whom Marti 
has dedicated an unforgetable page was a man of 
great social prestige. He had been obliged to leave 
the country in order to escape incessant persecutions 
and had already repeatedly served prison sentences 
in the days of Castro. On this particular occasion 
he had been basely betrayed. Feeling age coming 
°n, and being ill and without funds in New York 
he had asked to have his safety assured by Gomez. 
Negotiations were carried on through Don Juanchito 
ai *d at the suggestion, I believe, of Urbaneja, Lla- 
m °zas, brother-in-law. Full and complete guarantees 
as to his safety were promised the exile. He landed 


(1) A well educated, charitable man belonging to one of 
0 best families in Caracas. 
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at La Guaira and from there was taken to La Rotonde 
where he died shortly afterwards. 

Ramon Isidro Rendon was the second dead man 
I saw carried through the iron wicket. I noticed at 
the time that Nereo, naturally superstitutions 
took care to walk in front of the corpse and was the 
first person to go through the grating on the return 
trip. 


When he came back Nereo took his harp, seated 
himself on the one and only chair there was and 
settled down confortably in the outer corridor. 
There his nimble hands wrung from the instrument 
a joropo that was like a curse set to music. 

Th e orderlies on coming out of the dead man’s 
ce ivi ed his pitiful belongings such as torn trou- 
ll™’ a ® arthe n bowl, a scapula ry. Afterwards they 
ere creoline and forgetfullness on the spot 








CHAPTER XXIII 


The Garden of a hundred Horrors. — Arsenic or poison as 
a fine art. — The martyrdom of Eliseo Lopez. rlis 
death. — Twenty-seven more victims. — Iturbe’s prison.^ 

In neighboring cells. — Manna from the ground. ■ 1 
pastimes of Nereo. — Hernandez, the police spy. When 
hunger gnaws at one’s vitals. 


March-April, 

One reads of blood-thirsty episodes in the pages 
that chronicle the lives of great adventurers. Crime 
and brutality have marked the evolution of many 
races. One recalls the wholesale poisonings that took 
place in Italy during the Renaissance, the gloomy 
schemings of Northern princes, the fierce hatreds 
that resulted in mysterious crimes committed in 
the shadow of the Greek gyneciums or in the baths 
of Asiatic potentates, the cold calculating revenge 
of ambitious ecclesiastics. Everywhere without excep¬ 
tion one finds blood and tears, tears and blood. Cal¬ 
vin burned his opponents at the stake, the Borgias 
poisoned their rivals, Escobedo died of a knife 
thrust in the dark, and Don Juan of Austria was 
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carried of! by a mysterious attack of dysentery. Th 
type of torture chosen reveals the character of th 6 
executioner. Measured by such standards no crimi! 
nal can ever have had as base and vile a soul as 
Gomez, for it is he who has carried torture to 
uttermost lengths. 


In prison I learned about some of his past sins 
In spite of our being constantly under observation 
I managed to establish the necessary contacts. Nereo 
sold us writing paper and my companions added 
secretly to my supply and contributed such bits of 
pencil as they managed to pick up. I thus am able 
to make a whole series of notes which I conceal in 
the cracks of the pavement or hang round by neck 

btherrt P a U E lZ y day 1 leam 3 " art ° f «£• 

i destroy Them Ugh * ^ 8 leSSOn afterwards 
I wZnot^ah'r't w j 10 dled here, others whose names 

X ?'; r iwy 3 J r G « n - 

wards relearn 7 ± a ive f° r he was after- 

ner. A rope was ^ ° rtur> ed in the following man- 
of this rope was ar ? un T neck * One end 

tides. On the\tn ^ a kn °t ground the tes- 

rope there was ^ haIf Wa > down thls 

and which allowed theT 0< l 7 hlch served as a P e & 

testicles touched the groin W) l t *?- tW1Sted 011 the 

w ho executed these hellish Wh ‘ ® thlS Went on tho9 , e 
Place in cells Nos 1« t i o manceuvre s, which took 
tims,. ’ 0 would say to their vie- 

th e Genera^^rS* know ' We ’ ve had orders from 
The friends w£ ke 7° U taIk - * 

Wer e the partimi T er f° r med these acts of cruelty 
eI asco Ibarra Co ^ of G °™z, Ernesto 

?ona. arra> D. Montilla and Eloy Tara- 
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Hunger, thirst, suffocation, the grillos, we were 
spared none of these horrors. In the middle of the 
night the prisoners would be driven from their cells 
into the middle of the court-yard. There they were 
beaten and, after having had thrown cold water 
over them, — the poor creatures would be allowed 
to crawl back to their cells. During certain vers there 
would be three or four deaths a day, deaths due to 
dropsy, arterio-sclerosis, dysentery consumption and 
all the disorders of the digestif and nervous system 
and broughton by the dampness, the lack of proper 
food, the ill-treatment, the nervous strain of nights 
spent awaiting tortures which one cannot even recall 
without feeling nauseated. Flies were thick. The dread¬ 
ful silence that prevailed in this well of stone was 
only broken by equally dreadful noises, by shrieks and 
howls of revolt, by oaths and blasphemies. After 
each outburst silence would come back and the only 
sound would be the rattle of the ambulance going 
back and forth between the prison and the hospital, 
those twin open sores on the face of the city. 

The death agony of D r Regulo Franquiz lasted 
two days. His intestins were torn and wrung by the 
effect of the arsenic-acid he had gradually absorbed 
in his food. As he waited for his last hour to come he 
alternately moaned and cried aloud in the delirium 
of an incipient attack of meningitis, reciting with 
the Holy psalms and the prayers of the Virgin of 
Carmel. 

Franquiz’ companion Father Ramirez died under 
equally sad conditions. He had to be carried out into 
the court-yard on a chair, even Nereo was obliged 
to let him have some sun on account of the foul odor 
his body covered with ulcers. He had gone mad 
following two hundred strokes of an ox-hide whip 
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had been given him after his arrest and he remain 
in that state till his death. 

The two priests died only a few days apart 
shortly afterwards M. Jose-Maria Franco, the 
brother-in-law of Father Ramirez, passed away * 
the same cell where Carlos Garcia Carvallo had n r m 
viously expired. • 

Another of the men who was poisoned was the 
poet Eliseo Lopez. He was a young man of hH 
moral character, fine and good. One day in Decem¬ 
ber 1910 he had been accused of having planned to 
murder Gomez while the latter was attending the 
funeral of one of his relatives at the Southern ceme¬ 
tery. Andres Eloy de la Rosa, Diego Bautista 
terrer Junior and Gregorio Jose Riera testified as 
witnesses during this trial. I note this in order that 

es< ? oentlemen may have a chance to come for- 
war and say what happened during the examina- 
n o iseo Lopez, who was the man who accused 
thp\ an + Wla ^ ^tttude they and Delgado Briceno, 
the tt^-T\ 0 P res ? ded at the trial, adopted at 

ter mv d R * ^! le facts are known a sinis- 

entered u PGS tbe wbole proceeding. Lopez 

five month R n° nd V n Februar y 1916. He died there 

With Pndr S T? Gr * be WaS P^ ace( l a Ce ^ 

court-va rd° f ff9 me l Garcia situated in the outer 

called ° u le deux r °tondas, one of the cells 
his fellow ° Se Wbere We are forgotten ». There he and 
he was t Prisoners were given starvation diet. Later 

on JuIv^ a M Sferred to cel1 n ° 23. It was there that 
cun of a ei> n Pscheco brought him a mysterious 
same W 't° te - Probably it had been brewed in the 
latter T Y aS that given Fa ther Franquiz. Like the 
violent n ° PeZ after drinking it was seized "dt 1 
limp an nT ea and suddenI y fell dead. He lay there, 
isjointed like a puppet whose strings have 
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been cut, broken in two by the dreadful spagm that 
is provoked by an overdose of arsenic. 

The widow of Eliseo Lopez was pregnant at the 
time of his death. Several years later she was oblig¬ 
ed to go about begging in the streets of Caracas, 
holding her little girl by the hand. 

Other men who died here were Ramon Figueroa, 
Felipe Gil, Francisco Bruce, Pablo Baez, Tomas Perez 
Alcantara, Sotero Mujica, Regino Barreto, Ramon 
Pena, Genaro Soto B., Abdon Gafaro, J.-M. Molina 
Tremaria, Francico Bellorin R., Public Cesar Cam¬ 
pos, Pedro Roso Nastardo, Celestino Estanga, Clare 
Juan Campos, Manuel Silva Gomez, Franscico de 
Paula Ochoa, Lucio Saavedra—in cell II, he died mad, 
Lorenzo Oze, Ramon Calderon, Rufo Nieves, Aure- 
liano Robles, Jesus Florez, Andres Vlocs, Emilio 
Merchan Nand, Ramon Portillo. 

Regarding these different people I have only 
been able to gather fragmentary information. An 
effort doubtless will shortly be made to wipe all 
these crimes off the slate of history. But I defy any 
one to contradict a single one of my statements or 
remove a single name from the above list. There were 
indeed many more victims, but we will wait before 
we can draw up a final indictment to have a com¬ 
plete list of those who were so foully assassinated. 

In cell n° 18 Iturbe has two curtains nailed over 
the door. He has been taken out twice to be ques¬ 
tioned. General Pablo Giuseppi Monagas, who was 
imprisoned with M. Justo Arcia for one those mys¬ 
terious plots which were hatched in the anti-rooms 
°f Maracay, is back again in the court-yard. Neither 
iturbe not Giuseppi Monagas had anything to do 
w ith the « barracks’ plot » Arcia’s arrest was prob- 
due to the fact that when he returned from 
Guiara he was on the same boat as Iturbe, who 
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was coming back from a business trip to the h; ;jHt 
Both were arrested and taken to the police barrack# 
They were kept there several days. A brother of 
Iturbe who is a well known doctor, was also am*, 
ted shortly afterwards. Iturbe was taken to La |{„. 
tonde on the grounds that the General had (Jin- 
covered that he was implicated in the conspiracy. Itur 
be had shackles weighing seventy-five pounds atta¬ 
ched to his feet. The same thing happened to Arcia 
but Juan Iturbe was released because he was in deli¬ 
cate health. 

^ Aquiles has been governor of several important 
districts, Secretary General for the Pacifying 
Forces in 1903, he was governor of the Federal 
District and served as Minister of Justice. He was 
one of those who took part in the Coup d’Eial of 
December 19 which put Gomez into office and he had 
the fatal weakness, for which he has since been bib- 
. er y punished, to sacrifice the interests of his coun- 
ry on t e altar of his personal friendship for Gomez 

pits 6 - a j ^° n ?, ^ 0r Gastr °. He was a man with a 
I min ’ educated, a skilful rxegociator like 
®; men of his generation. And now he is a pri- 

in thp ppit C lm ^ le ^ Urn fortune’s wheel, with 
onlv reppnti^i? 81 ^ ^° ^ uan Jose Abreu who 

Iturbe whJ hU ( h ,r\ had arrested and convicted, 
the deoarlp *' lea had stood by and watched 

nowin 1 T °l the . Re P ublic hhe « Gomczism *, 

regime which'liktlif, viclim of that g rotes< I ue 
To sav that hp / ^turn devours its own children. 

fact he rose in 6 nr n0t COlTec t for, as a matter of 
himtlfV PUbllC esteem when he won a place 
by his birth whom out of class loyalty) 

nes the phrn™ i ° r . es P ec; t f° r a name which ilium 1 ' 

time, he should CS ° f bis COunt ry from the earliest 
should never have deserted. 
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At the present time all the men who supported 
Gomez in December 1908 the only one on whom he 
can still count is Samuel Dario Maldonado, the bold 
and obstinate opponentof ex-pr6sident Castro. It was 
in reference to this that Gomez once said, « D r Mal¬ 
donado js the only of them all who has survived. 

Of them all. By this he meant of all the group of 
fiieiwls who bad carried him into office and whom 
he had rewarded by insults, by imprisonment, by 
exile, by death. Every one speaks lightly of «the 
men who serve Gomez » but they do not mention 
«those of whom Gomez fakes advantage ». Let us 
grasp their hands in friendship, let us open our 
arms to them in welcome each time they repent and 
seek to redeem themselves. 

General Pablo Guiseppi Monagas had been 
brought into the court-yard. Monagas was one of 
the supporters of Marquez Bustillos, «the link that 
binds us to civilizer ion », as Monagas still declared 
in 1918. He is a grandson of Jose Tadeo Gregorio 
Monagas, one of the Liberators of Greater Colombia, 
ex-pnisident of Venezuela usurper till 1849, and head 
of the ruling family till 1858. His great-uncle Jose 
Gregorio freed the slaves and paid a bitter price for 
the nepotism of his brother. 

During his first confinement Giuseppi Monagas 
was also at La Rotonde. He was suppo ed to be 
dying at the time and begged the authorities out of 
charity, as no medccin Was given him and as heart 
trouble made him fear that he might pass away any 
minute, to allow either of the priests Mendoza or 
Monteverde, who were in the neighboring cell, to 
come in and hear his confession. He was deeply reli¬ 
gious and had sworn to his mother on her death-bed 
oof do die without having confessed. It made a heart- 
ending scene. Several other prisoners urged that 
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his request be granted. It was refused and the only 
result was that those who has asked for a priest had 
double curtains instead of single ones nailed over 
their doors. Later in some way Giuseppi Monagas 
managed to get out. 

We heard that now however he was very ill i n 
cell n° 5, the cell where prisoners are « forgotten» 
in other words allowed to die by slow degrees. It was 
said that when threatened with torture he made cer¬ 
tain statements which compromised Iturbe. 

When the latter was questioned in the presence 
of Monagas he merely looked his accuser straight in 
the eyes and said « What would your grandfather think 
if he saw you doing such a thing as this ». The poor 
man bowed his head did and not utter another word. 

Among other men shut in the filthy cells around 
the court-yard is General Francisco Jose Saez, of 
Alto Llano, His calm expression, the intelligent look 
in his one eye, he lost the other some time ago, recall 
to my mind the splendid carreer of this officer who 
Was arrested without any reason in june 1918. He 
was outrageously insulted, reviled by the mob and 
dragged along the roads in irons, finally being thrown 
into the Rotonde with grillos weighing 75 pounds. 
Now he sits there warming himself in the sun. Suffer¬ 
ing has set its seal on his features. 

Following the changes that took place the other 
night the prisoners are now grouped as follows, 
cell 48 Iturbe, cell 47 General Roberto Gonzales and 
General Eduardo Sanchez, cell 16 D r Abreu and 
Luciani, cell 45 Serrano the engineer, cell 41 Torres 
bander, cell 43 is empty, cell 42 Lucas Manzano 
<< Gonfalon », cell 41 D r Juliac and I. General Juan 
igueroa, another man who Don Juancho dislikes, 

cpii J*? fr rou ght f rom Ocumare and placed in 
• He is accused of having taken part in the 
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« barracks conspiracy » which failed. He is a man of 
a certain age, quiet in his demeanor, one of his legs 
is missing, having been cut off at the thigh. He has 
another in rubber but to walk he must use a cane. 
He replied in a dignified manner to the questions 
that Medina put to him yesterday. 

« This is all I know. We had been invited to take 
part in a peaceful demonstration on the Place Was¬ 
hington in honor of the victory of Allies. D r Pedro 
Manuel Ruiz and other friends had asked me to come 
with them. I went there quite as a matter of course 
and if I should be asked to go again I should certainly 
so if I was free. 

« You don’t recall any other little details at all ? 
asked Medina adopting a falsely sympathetic com¬ 
passion manner. 

« No I don’t remember anything else. You can 
string me up by one paw, that is to say by the only 
one I have left, but you won’t make me say anything 
else. 

Whereupon Medina withdrew. I heard him mutter 
as he passed my cell, « If Don Juancho tells me to, 
I’ll make him a whistle a different tune. 

Now Nereo has taken Figueroa’s cane and rubber 
leg away. The prisoner can therefore no longer 
stand up but is obliged to remain lying on the stone 
pavement. The day before yesterday the poor man 
had colic and was feverish. He kept calling for water 
and moaning. 

« Warden, give me a drink of water. » 

Nereo, swinging in his hammock, laughed and 
replied « Birds are smaller than you are but they 
know enough to go to the river when they are thirsty, 
kton’t keep on annoying me, wooden leg. » 

.The next night when Porras made his rounds 
higueroa begged for his rubber leg and his cane. 
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First they gave him back one, then the other. N er 
had told Porras that this man Figueroa was a daj e ! 
rous character and might attempt to assault him 
One day when he had asked for some medicine and 
been told he could not have it Figueroa inquired of 
Porras. « Why don’t they take off the name « p u ^}j c 
Prison »from this building and call it instead « Pu^ 
Slaughter house. » 

The following day when an orderly brought him 
the slate ou which the daily bills of what the priso¬ 
ners owed for extra food and so forth were marked. 
Nereo announced. 

« Figueroa — insolvent. » 

Frequently when we would pool our pitifully 
small supplies in order to help the officers who were 
starving, the warder would cut off the extra rations 
of the prisoners who he suspected of sharing with 

others, and give as a reason that they were «insol* 
vent. » 


The prisoners on the lower tier decided to take 
steps to prevent the civilians and the soldiers who 
j* ng deliberatel y starved from succombing- 
° * s dr< ^ acdld death. One morning when Nereo hap¬ 
pened to be out they all went into the middl e of 
fte court and from there bombarded the cells of the 
men who were being ill-treated with bits of bread, 

pened * nd anythin S else they hap ' 

forTbp^A upper ^ er also decided to do something 
kerchief an^ 01 Juliac contributed a hand¬ 

ling of a roTu K'f US f dr i° Pped in ° Ur little gift C °f 
ches, a counle nf blt ° f cheese > a banana, some mat' 

along so thnf cl S are ttes. Just as I was passing 1 * 
the right Ner 1 COldd circulate among the cells on 

two cells out of rea PP eared - The package lay betwe* 11 
out of reach f or both Figueroa and my^ 









GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 


159 


Nereo discovered it. What a prize ! A handkerchief 
full of eatables ! I watched him from my observa¬ 
tion post. His black eyes sparkled. His face gleamed 
with joy, reminding me of a spider’s delight catching 
a fly. He carefully put aside the « evidence in the 
case » and hurried off to denounce us to Medina. 
Shortly afterwards he returned and had cells n° 45 
to 39 washed out. This meant throwing in pails of 
water which soaked us and to avoid which we had to 
climb on our planks. There was ten centimeters of 
water in each cell and the curtains having been mai¬ 
led up, the dampness oozed out making us shiver 
with discomfort. Nevertheless the day after we start¬ 
ed in again and took up another collection. And 
neither this time nor afterwards was the Cur able to 
catch us breaking the rules of the establishment. 

Nereo quitefrequently threw water at us espe¬ 
cially days when he happened to be out of sorts. On 
such occasions anything was good enough as an 
excuse to ill-treat his « patients ». 

« Listen N° 38 if you keep on shaking your curtain 
I’ll give a hiding’ » 

Once Nereo caught « Don Luis » Arcia in n° 24 
trying to pass out an empty match box into which 
he had slipped a paper for Iturbe asking for some 
medecin — for Iturbe was allowed to have some 
medecin sent in from outside. The warden fell on 
Arcia like a wild beast. We heard the sound of sava¬ 
ges blows and the moans of the victim. 

After he had finished at n° 24 he dashed over to 
D r Iturbe’s door and began to abuse him. Every day 
the gaoler was in the habit of telling Abreu and Juliac 
who are lawyers that « doctors » are robbers and 
thieves, that they sell their souls and that the reason 
h®» Nereo, had been condemned for what he had done 
"'"'the savage murder of his mistress — was merely 
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because he was poor. All of the prisoners no matter 
who they were are frequently insulted. If Nereo hap. 
iH'iied to be bored one of his amusements would be 
lo "0 and ostentatiously wash his feet in the foun¬ 
tain, the water of which was then given us to drink. 

Once or twice he came back from the other prison, 
La Rotonde for common-law criminals, very 
drunk and swaying from side to side. On such occa¬ 
sions he would lie down to sleep it off and we would 
be able to « correspond ». All of a sudden he would 
wake up and dash into the cells to discover what we 
were up to. When he entered my cell n° 41 he found 
the tenants peacefully playing on a brick that game 
which the Russian troops invented at Sebastopol. 
Our «men » were buttons we had torn off our clo¬ 
thes. If I took a nap my companion stayed on guard. 
We both slept a few minutes at noon to try to forget 
our hunger. The « grub » was served at three o’clock. 
From seven D r Juliac gives me a course in law. He 
insists that he wants to make a district attorney out 
of me. Sometimes we talk about old days or ancient 
history. My comrade has read a great deal. He posses¬ 
ses a very keen mind. Many of his sayings have 
remained famous. For instance when Jose Felix 
Mora was Crespo’s candidate at Carabobo Juliac, 
w io was in the opposition, brought out a paper cal- 
4.1 11 enera ^ ora can never be governor » in order 

the T n ? 1 WSb °y s s k°uld cry that message all over 
Presidoni U f lac u Was ^e son of poor people but became 
of the Min? ( ° ? Late Su P re *ne Court and Director 

established?*? tile Interior - A self-made man he 
w as one of i t an ^ respectable home. Juliac 

Crespo whom 0 q SG ^ ^ e ^° W Gerais » the supporters ol 

the last leader of & ^ ^ aiaa Carabano has said, was 
cuder of our Liberal party. Crespo had excel- 
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lent qualities which counterbalanced certain weak¬ 
nesses. 

Now there are two prisoners in almost all the cells 
and at the rate things are going there will soon be 
three or four. How to lodge more that eighty capti¬ 
ves in 25 cells is a good deal of problem. Consequen¬ 
tly we are frequently moved about and two or three 
men are put in together. I notice that Nereo always 
keep two or three cells empty « in case of accidents 
as he puts it. 


The tragic-comedy of the « barrack conspiracy » 
ended in a dramatic fashion, on March I. 

Several officers, greatly alarmed over what had 
become of their friends or relatives, heard that one 
of their companions who was on duty at the Palo 
Grande barracks has sworn to revenge his fellow 
soldiers and to reunite the various members of the 
conspiracy who were still free. He declared his inten¬ 
tion of carrying out the plans that the traitor Pinero 
had made miscarry. 

Tancredo Pimentel, the brother of Luis Rafael 
Pimentel who had been tortured and of Francisco 
Pimentel, was prepared to join in the movement. 
This was natural enough considering his own grief 
and that of his mother and sisters. He conferred with 
various people, convinced some that the time for 
action was at hand, persuaded others that the adven¬ 
ture would prove profitable one and held a series of 
meetings during which a man named Hernandez 
revealed a set of elaborate plans which he proposed 
should be put into execution at once. Some of those 
Present thought the ideas absurd and that they 
*ould only result in still further compromising the 
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prisoners and increasing their sufferings. Wherei 
Hernandez vehemently struck the table with*)? 
fist and declared that if no one would follow hi m h 
Hernandez, would single handed lead a mutiny f 
the non-commissioned officers and soldiers statior ° 
at Palo Grande. r ecl 

Matters were reaching a head when one night the 
conspirators received word to gather at a certain 
house at the crosse-roads of Camejo where Lieute¬ 
nant Colonel Hernandez would meet them and prove 
to them once and for all how practical his projets 
were. They were also told that numerous important 
persons would attend the meeting. A certain num¬ 
ber of the conspirators, out of curiosity turned up 
at the meeting place. They had taken advantage of 
the fact that it was Carnival time to disguise them¬ 
selves in fancy dress. 

The meeting was called to order. Hernandez who 
was presiding, seemed nervous and kept constantly 
looking at the door as though he expected to see some 
more of the conspirators or the new recruits come in. 

Severel people wearing cloaks and masks entered. 

« Come this way », said Hernandez. 

Suddenly the newscomers threw aside their cloaks 
and the officers present found themselves looking 
m o the muzzles of revolvers. A squad of police appea¬ 
red m the doorway. 

«You’re our prisoners. » 

Meanwhile Lieutenant Colonel Celestino Hernan- 
ez oi the Venezuelan army had slipped out a side 

inoted 06 nex ^ da Y he was rewarded and p r0 " 

a cn!!'i Wa V h " reason wh Y Nereo had been keeping 
tion to k ° 8 vacan f- He had received instruc 

was prepared a ^ l0dge S ° me neW guests ' The ^ot 

P Pa ed and sprung with the connivance 01 
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authorities at police headquarters and engineered 
by some of their most capable sleuths such as Frias, 
Basilio Gabante, Tirado Medina etc. 

The upshot of the adventure was that the same 
night Tancredo-Pimentel, Hernando de Castro, 
Roman Edo. beo Calcano, Avelino Martinez and 
Santiago Siso Ruiz entered the Rotonde. Ruiz had 
just been called to the bar and was out in his auto¬ 
mobile with his sister and fiancee when he was set 
on by four disguised policemen. He, as well as seve¬ 
ral of the others arrested, had not been present at 
the meeting organized by Hernandez, nevertheless 
he was considered implicated in the affair. He was 
placed in cell n° 13 which had been empty since the 
departure of Monseigneur Lobera. N° 42 which 
also free, as Lucas Manzano had been taken into the 
court-yard and released a few days later. Into this 
cell was thrown a law student Salvador de la Plaza 
who was taken prisoner while staying on his estate 
outside Caracas, at Rio Chico. He was brought 
in along with Narciso Ribas, another of don Juancho’s 
prisoners. 


New curtains were nailed up, new chains rivetted 
on the prisonner’s ankles. Nereo was furious. All 
night he hovered around, us, club in hand, waiting 
for the least excuse to strike at any one who dared 
show himself behind his curtain. 

The so-called soup was worse than ever. It was 
nothing but hot water into which stale flour had been 
r °pped. We only had one meal of corn meal apiece. 
t ne naming Plaza told me about his various adven- 
Bpjf 8 ' ^ a d been in hiding at Caracas with Pedro 
L e 'p u an ^ * >e< ^ 10 Zuloaga. Aferwards he fled to 
th e count ^ 10u £ht his friends managed to leave 

Sh°rtiy after these 


arrivals had come in, and 
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before Manzano was released, we henra 
the familiar cry « Get into your cell. ,°n m ° r nin» 
beat faster. Did it mean „J p„J e “ '' w °» fed! 
in or that some were to be released ? c COlBi ng 
Who do we see enter accompanied by the 
escort and wear in enormous black grilles !j y USUal 
Rocha the well known journalist whn ™guel 
staff of El Universal. J h ° as on the 

The reason for his being sent to prison was sun™ 

ly ridiculous. That very dav he had , was su P r enie- 
aalect™ „«w M ig„ Z b ‘l ” t? 

Of his office. The despatch read « President W 
returns from Europe. The Divorce of Gomez C 
Rocha was reading the news as he • i 

crowd and when he saw the second despatch he made' 

&„rT ntF z °r h « 1 “ •>»* »«”k -I 

and th^ H He ha PP ened to cough just then 
spie overh W& 4 if- P ause between the last words. A 
thrown inf^ 1 n 1 Jj a P d ^ a ^ an bour later Rocha was 
poundd f ° CG N° 40 at La Rotonde with seventy 
sh>htp«f°-u lr ° n nve tted to his ankles and not the 

him therf^ ° f Wh&t he had d ° ne ° r said to get 

nnw^p°ff ! le twenty-six little cells on the upper tier 

Neron °t kUW °T T three P rison ers. We are all hungry. 
TIip nr m- US been Seating Garciita most savagely. 
Norpr are not alIow ed to come upstairs unless 

ras m W1 1 them. During his afternoon visit Por- 
j a e SOme mysterious remarks to the warder in 
prison V ° 1( ° P ( f n Lug to certain cells as he spoke. The 
the ^ rs on the lower tier no longer dare go out in 
them nf r , n ard i ^ ve ry few minutes Nereo insults 
« Min } d S ^em to order. He tells the priest, 
little old°M d f°P y° ur curtain. Do the same, y oU 

oia Monteverde ». 
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« Frijolito I’ve got my eye on you ». (This remark 
ib addressed to D r Nestor Luis Perez). 

« The Delgados are under-arrest and are declared 
insolvent because they threw bread to the men above 
them. » (This refers to the brothers Delgado-Chal- 

baud). 

To be arrested and then rearrested. That reminds 
one of the conjurer who puts a little nut in a big one, 
the big nut in a prune, the prune in an apple, the 
apple in a cocoanut, the cocoanut in a water-melon. 
Here you have one inside the other, the Republic, 
the city, the prison, the enclosure where the Rotonde 
is situated, the cell, the curtain outside the door, and 
by way of an extra treat, a pair of grillos. 

Arevalo Gonzales who has just been arrested, pro¬ 
tested indignantly from his cell. 

«But they didn’t do anything wrong. » 

As a matter of fact his protest is justified. But 
Nereo nailed up his curtain and since then Arevalo 
has not stirred out of his cell. When Nereo rescinded 
his own sentence and told Gonzales he could go out, 
the prisoner turned his back on the gaoler. He seems 
to have made upt his mind obstinately to go without 
light or air, proving thereby his sympathy for the 
prisoners on the upper tier by sharing our martyrdom 
One of his companions muttered « That is a silly 
idea of Arevalo. » 

To which another prisoner replied indignantly. 
« Nothing that happens to us matters any more. 
Nereo can do as he pleases, nobody will say a word.» 
Trom below a timid voice calls out, 

Be careful what you say. » 

And another one of the younger men exclaims, 
?We s h°uld nil Be ashamed of ourselves. » 
Whether we are ashamed or not we are certainly 
of us hungry. It is a bitter, grawing hunger that 
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increases through the endless days th 
nights, that creeps from our bellies to ourV ■ P ’ ess 
a stray cat creeps over cold ashes. We feel as 
bing in our temples, the gnawing of a little rat k 
in our ears, our throat tightens up and 
hear the sound of plates being washed belot 
sniff the imaginary odor of a dish beino I 
somewhere else, moisture drips from the corner i 
our lips. Pictures of happier hours pass before ml 
eyes, the rythm of majestic lines of poetry thunder 
in our brain, our memory plays strange tricks on m 
evoking episodes of the past, dates from history 
tales of happier days. 3> 

.luliac recites, as he would a monologue, Cervan- 
les account of the wedding feast of Camacho, «as he 
said this he produced a great sauce-pan, from which 
., ,lr(!W Phree chickens and two geese. He placed 
them on feancho’s plate saying as did so’Eat these 

odds and ends my friend while waiting for the real 
feast to begin ! » 

« Oh shut up », I exclaim crossly, « try and 

‘V ( [!’ , n C a water, but whatever you do 

don t talk about eating any more ». 

J he clock strikes one. We have two more hours 
, Wait Jor ihe wretched stinking broth. The minutes 
f. ° n as we ‘ smk gradually into a state of lethargy. 
At last we hear as in a dream the rattle of plates 

N( U » 1 i 1Cer ,^ vo * ce - How sweet is the voice of 
JNereo when he cries out. 

in boys, today. Here’s your soup 

\ - s ; urpnse a piece of chicken for each of you »• 

leui li .r .' ^ stretch OUI hands underneath the cur- 
del . e 010 sa yhig a word we swallow what is ham 
baked l a ?, sort of slimy mess of stale Hour 
and we ft e ’ * ears anger run down our cheek* 

di »«PP0iSeLu Ur raU0nS With the saIt ° f grief 3 
















CHAPTER XXVII 


Tlio mysterious epidemic of dysentery. — The swan-song 
of 1 orres Abandero. «— Grey days and mournful hours. 
The muider of Imis Aranguren Moreno. — His sufferings 
despair and death. 


1 spent my time lying on the floor, chin in hand 
watching the blue bloods of Dario go by or noticing 
through the little hole in the curtain how Domin¬ 
guez Acosta, who sat every day besides the little 
tress in the court-yard, seemed be wasting away in 
a sort of extatic swoon. Spinetti could hardly walk 
any more. Above us in his cell Araguren Moreno 
scribbled little notes telling us that he and his com¬ 
panions were all suffering from diarrhoea, the attacks 
0 w Wch presented some unusual symptoms such 
headaches and fainting fits. He also informed us 
*at the food served them had a metallic taste and 

lat it was Nereo who personally collected the 
em Pty plates. 

Abandero in cell N° 41 looked very ill. The 
0l|( UI da J when Nereo was not there he showed us 

ulcer° ai S ^ S ’ ^ Was sw °ii en an d covered with 
s * though Abandero felt that death was draw- 
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ing near he composed some charming l 0 y e poetr 

« Vida mia ya estoy viejo 
pero aun tengo juventud 
la del mosto que en la cuba 
acendra y hierve la uva 
gusta mas y da salud. » 

The other night he received a little basket nf 
good thing from his home. He and one or two other' 
were allowed this priviledge. They always shared a 
part of what they had with their companions But 
it was difficult to divide half a pound of cheese into 
fifteen or twenty parts. Once they gave me an entire 
sausage. It lasted me nearly six months. I hun<* it 
up on a string and when my rations of swill and rot¬ 
ten peas was brought me I would dip my sausage in 
so as to give them some taste. When I had used up 
every bit of it like this I ate the skin. Torres Aban- 
dero i& as kind and simple as a child. Every now and 
then in the midst of his pain he exclaims. 

« At any rate I’m still alive. » 

Unfortunately nothing is being done to have him 
released. 

• ^ ear that in N° 47 Genefal Roberto Gonzales 
is. ill with a very bad sore throat. D r Abreu who is 
sick with dysentery has been set free. 

sort of tragic resignation began to come over 
us a ter the long days we spent in our shackles, suf- 
ermg fiom hunger and bad food, our bones chafed 
wi i our irons. Curt answers and violent protests 
ecome more and more infrequent. It was like a 
lead calm before a storm. Some of the prisoners 
spen whole days without saying a word, others 
-r-d an y lhm g rotten or filthy in the way ot 
a t others had refused to touch as thoug 

y Were tr ying deliberately to poison thenselves. 
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The other night Luis Pimentel slashed one of his 
arteries with a Gilette razor blade which one of the 
orderlies had loaned him to cut his nails with. His 
compani° n Aponte held him down and disarmed 
him while calling Nereo and the guard to come to 
the rescue. For the first time I heard pity in our 
gaoler’s voice when he said to the wounded man. 

«Don’t despair. Try and keep your courage up. 
Be patient, my boy. There’s an end to everything in 
this world. » 


Pimentel s lrie has become positively hellish. 
His wounds, the result of the tortures inflicted on 
him, hurt terribly, he has been placed on specially 
short rations and all the hirelings make him a parti¬ 
cular target for their ill-treatment. He is considered 
to have been the military head of the conspiracy and 
the death circle is drawing tighter and tighter around 
his throat. But the rest of the prisoners have decid¬ 
ed that, as long there is a breath of life left in our 
own bodies, we will do everything we can to keen 
Pimentel and the other officers from dyin°- P 
Pimentel was the head of the military” mission 

ensTJdt 6ZUela that Visited Peru ' There he became 
tWng one can y °erff g ^ °! exceIlent fa ™ly- The one 
not blow Pmern >t 1C1Ze m hls conduct is that lie did 

intended to betra^ 91 " °? t wbe n he realized the latter 
°n the grounds ,. y .° UI ! P ans, . P * men tel explains this 
would not S hat atthe time -Pineros swore lie 

w ; j uhl hetelUnyoneih 18 !^ T the risin g> but neither 

who know Pimentel e, b ° Ut ^ ha S was going on. Those 

thls matter He is \h understand his attitude in 

“Phe best sense ,,m S ° U of honor and a gentleman 

Tl >o other man is^ word b y bi rth and education. 

p; 1 gambling dens ^Ti 7 f dventurer . a hanger 
^‘mentel’s Jt . and brothels. 

mpanion in prison to whom he was 
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chained was Manuel Maria Aponte. Sli 
his arrest Aponte had married. His wif* y 
nant. He had no news other or whether tT 8 ? P r «R- 
had yet been born. Reserved, serious " lr 
Aponte took life as it came. If there wL ai ' d cal * 
to eat he ate it, if there was not he kent anythin ? 
never complained. He was a man. P quiet - h « 

There are others who have not his self ™ 

0me humble themselves before their goSe^l* 1 
become angry and lose their tempers ! hers 
stronger willed. For instance there*! are 

Captain Miguel Parra. His young brother CrkThf 
who was little more than a boy, went cra^f i 
hunger and threatened unless we gave him 1 ! 

O Urn f o",f ° rPar. s.“ 

, Don’t f 6 he ky very il] himself - 

die SS .““"a V° ‘° Ch 8 ““S' Al 

is Cantf 1 ; 61 ' r, h0m ° ne cann °t help feel sorry for 

d° ralvs; ] D ij* 1 a * na - One of his legs has become 
L ff , Hls c °mrades try to console him but 
f ^ , ee P s on moaning and the sound of his 
t Tnr^ nS R aU ^ ^° U * •^‘ r ^ uro Parra’s cousin, Lieutenant 
^^ &( li R u mi f eZ R *’ who was tortured, is very low 
a , f ee * e hardly speaks any more. Parra was not 
r ure ut was the victim of a dastardly move on 
e par o his enemies. At the time of the conspiracy 
f was .m at the military hospital and knew nothing 
} * ^hen brought before the police he was 
*° s ^ a ^ e w hy his cousin had become comp 10 ' 
t»n« e i • m todignantly, and not thinking 

w Lis words might be interpreted Parra exclaimed. 
** • le utenant Ramirez is in danger all I can a s v 
a ! S 0 flowed to share his lot. » . 

once he was taken to where the instrume a 5 
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of torture had been prepared and told that unless he 
confessed what he knew about the plot he would be 
)iung up by the testicles. Parra seized the ropes from 
which still hung the bloody shreds of flesh torn from 
those who has precedeed him and replied, 

«These things other men have endured. If I 
declare I know nothing about the plot it is because 
that is the truth, not because I fear what you may 
do to me. I will not lie in order to escape torture. » 
His bravery saved him.'Parrais tall,thin, dark and 
seems suspicious of those about him. His voice is 
low and deep and he pauses between each word he 
utters, as a man crossing a stream picks his way 
from stone to stone. 

An incident that happened to Second-Lieutenant 
Pedro Betancourt-Grillet gives an idea of the psy¬ 
chology of Gomez’ son. 

When the latter threatened Betancourt-Grillet 
at the Villa Zoila that the Lieutenant would he tor¬ 
tured unless he « came through with the straight 
dope», in other words unless he denounced his 
friends, the officer is said to have replied, 

«I cannot believe, general, that you would dis¬ 
honor the uniform you wear by such an act. » 

The infamous rascal leaped to his feet in a furious 
ra ge and exclaimed. 

«Well if you don’t believe it now I’ll pretty 
s°on make you do so. » 

ped of }^ lrea ^ was carr *ed out. The officer was strip- 

a sort of a gag Was placed 011 his mouth and 

tened tio-hn^ ^ ac ^ e ^ j ^he beeves of which were fas- 
bocly. \yk ^ ^bout the neck, was slipped over bis 
by hi s owf i head downwards, suspended 

Wretch, out 1 h' °f gans ’ unhappy wretch tried to 
is hand and rest it on the ground the 
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index finger snapped as though it had been m., 
card-board. uun 'n«de„| 

Jose Agustin Badaracco, another of the 0 I T 
confined here is also in a very low state of 

July, 

The mid-summer heat bakes the prison. Disea,« 
grow worse and more frequent. Some of the prison, 
ere have consumption, others liver trouble, other, 
dysentery. As a result of the weight of his chains 
lturbe developes a hernia. Finally a bandage is 
given him. Delgado-Chalbaud, who has the same 
complaint, can no longer raise his legs weighed down 
by the heavy bar of his grillos. But instead of giving 
him lighter ones the authorities as a special favor 

put his bedding on the floor so that he can lie down 
more easily. 

\\e are crushed by the heat, the mournful litany 
o le incessant complaints of our fellow-prisoners, 
e despair of seeing day after day go by without 
ringing the least improvement in our lot. We let 
our&e ves lot away silently. If one can manage to 
satisfy one s hunger one does so, if not one drinks 
water, tries to sleep and abandons oneself to fate. 

e reveille sounds at five o’clock. Lights out blows 
at eight. No noise is allowed after nine. Formerly 
when the prisoners, or at least those in the lower tier 
who were allowed to walk about the court, felt cheer- 
. e y s tood at the doors of their cells and chatted 
uh the last bugle blew. Now they are indoors by 
cl £ ck - 0ne of the orderlies is trying to learn to 
* 1 e * . e practises on a slate with a wretched lamp 
whlr^ Another lies on the ciment pavement nea r 
a muw k ie » ^ ves out a little coolness. Sometime* 
c ches, the protest of an empty stomach# 
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, v gympton of some intestinal trouble. Sometimes 
chains rattle. Nereo lifts his head from his pillow and 
,• tens. He never makes a mistake as to where the 
sound comes from. He identifies each of the 50 cells 

^^Hie^there n° 27 ! don’t rattle your chains like 
that ! You’re disturbing my beauty sleep. 


Midnight, silence. Unbroken except by deep breath- 
ins of those who are asleep or the low moans of 
those who are in pain. Occasionally a sudden cry, it 
may be a nightmare, it may be delirium. 

«Nereo Paccheco has said that he would stab 
General Medina », that is Parraga’s voice. He is suf¬ 
fering from another fit of insanity. He goes on, 

«Yes, he has said he would kill him the first 
chance he got. » Nereo jumps to his feet, 

«You can’t fool me making believe you’re cuckoo. 
Somebody told you to say that. You’ 11 see what 
I’ll do to you. » 

Parraga replies, « Listen to Nereo Pacheco. He 
says he’ll kill me. And then he’ll kill Medina. 

Nereo, furious, and alarmed by the madman’s 
cries, which doubtless the soldiers and officer on 
guard duty can hear quite plainty, rushes into 
Parraga’s cell, tries to quiet him, gives him water to 
diink and remarks in loud voice, 

«VV hat silly nonsense he’s talking. Colonel Par- 

J'dga has had another attack. It must be on account 
01 !he moon. » 

Th 

rou l j llex * da Y the same dreary atmosphere sur- 

D&b* # Ub ’ same loathing of our lot, the same des- 
Nr oi ever escaping from it. 
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Towards the last of August Perucho R„t 
cell 33 transmitted to us a little me s sae a p ncourt 'ii 
«secret and confidential». It read as foil, ® ar|<C| l 
not if possible send us anything excJ ? 8 
Aranguren (his cell-mate) is very’low and 
tries to cat the rations of rotten peas. AlLhm.J , CVen 
not ill 1 prefer not to have anything to eafJ^ 
as the sight of food would only annoy him aninf 
preventing his seeing any food we can perhaps L ? 
him on a diet. » F e P 

Aranguren has been ill for several days. His cha- ' 
racier has become disagreable. Previously he used 
to say amusing things. Now every remark he makes 
is tinged with bitterness. Poor young fellows. They 
are only sixteen or seventeen years old. Linked 
together by an iron bar, almost naked, with nothing 
hut the ground to lie on and nothing to live on except 
ic bits of food that their comrades can smuggle in 
o them. How brave and steadfast they are compa¬ 
red with those wretches beings who torture children h 
J m that, who wrack their bodies with inhuman 
instruments of torture and who, if they themselves 
lave a belly-ache, insist on having all the doctors of 
^ai.icas to look after their precious health and all 

ie drugstores of the Federal District to send them 
medicines. 


September 3, j 

{{ are things going with you ? » 

* J out the same as usual » answers Perucho 111 
a W, *uk voice. 

I g°Z ‘ S Aranguren ? » 

mg ready to pack up and move on, » 


COIO^ 


« 


M 
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answers the man referred to in firmer tones than his 
comrade, who adds hastily, 

« My friend is trying to make the best of things 
gut he is not at all well. » 

We understand. There is nothing we can do. On 
the morning of September 4, he was very feverish 
and delirious. The fever came and went. He could 
• not digest food and said that his intestins felt as 
though they were all loose and dissolved, and that 
all his muscles ached if he had cramps in them. 

On the evening of the next day Bettancourt- 
Grillet called to Porras as he passed behind the cur¬ 
tain. Aranguren said to the inspector. 

«Colonel Porras. I have a message for General 
Medina. Tell him that when I was officer of the guard 
on duty at La Rotonde I knew his children and pet¬ 
ted them. Now that I am dying I implore him for 
their sake to let me see a priest before I die. 

His voice was broken, gasping, quite evidently 
the voice of a very sick man. Porras was evidently 
surprised, but he replied in suave tones. 


«Very well I will give the General your message ». 
He went out and closed the grating. ' 

The death agony of Second-Lieutenant Luis 
^ranguren-Moreno began at eleven o’clock. Before 
'- lost conciousness he spoke in a firm, almost clear, 
. V0lce * P er ucho reminded him of his religious obliga¬ 
tions. As he was apparently not going to be allowed 

fplj COn . one ^he priests who were among his 
do 7 ° W if^ S ° ners ’ Monteverde for instance or Men- 
dvin ’ eruc ^° ur ged him to pray. This made the 

r < wr an angry * 

God T^ h0Uld * P ra y* There is, there can be, no 
like thi f eT -u WaS 0ne wou ld n °k allow things 

bish t S ° la PP en - I can’t believe in all that rub- 
Geave me alone. 
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His camrade, bound to Aransrura Hv f r 
of grilles, held his head, wiped his broi. didThaff 
could to ease his pam. They had no light i r t , ' 
cell. We tossed them bits of our candles t ;ii v 
called out from his hammock. ’ 

« Stop that. The rules of the establishment f or HH 

o’cTo n ck. S ,> m§ 9ny Hght in thir celIs af ter nine 

« But Aranguren is dying. Don’t you realizeir f ■ 

be'merdfuL erUCh ° 0th<3r pris0ners be gged Nereo to 

« What a fuss they make », remarked the brute 
« as though a man needed light to die by. » 

Siso n or Tn en A u e T he himself took a eandle from 
rres Abandero and went to cell 38. I lifted 

erfTnTf 0 [ my , curtain and through the crack manag 
irrown l tCh 8 g !™P se of the two lads. Their hair had 
S^l° f ng u an f el1 0n their shoulders. One of them 
u i P ,? or r . e . a tt 1 > lay on the kness of the other who 

gaoler at T WWch Nereo ha d given him. The 
licrhf kuj 6 same time warned Perucho to keep the 

mio-tif n f. mucb as possible as the inspector 

As a rnalf 118 f p lm ^° r ab °wing a prisoner to have it. 

over th ^ °+ °^ cer on duty did lean down 

Tp ? T!^ ard and aad out, 

<< Put out that light. » 

who 5 s r d 0 ying S r rS qUietly " It>S f0F ° ne ° f them 

stamDino-^ C K r ,^ urned a way, we heard his boots 
vain PW g a i b °. Ut 0n the terrace over our heads. In 
limes he U \v ° to make his comrade pray. Some- 
the bemnn^ a ^! e P ersua de Aranguren to repea 
prayer he r lng l^e Lord’s Prayer, which is t 16 

« Our f r f t member ed best. 

father who art in Heaven... 
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« ... who art in Heaven » answers the dying man 
in a feeble whisper. 

But when they reach the phrase « as we forgive 
those who trespass against us » Aranguren shook his 
irons angrily and mutteres, « Certainely not. Cer¬ 
tainly not. » 

They finished that prayer and begun the « Hail 
Mary. » 

Suddenly Perucho stops and announced in a frigh¬ 
tened voice, hardly able to keep back his tears. 

«His eyes are already becoming glassy. » 

We hear him speaking tenderly and with deep 
emotion to his friend. 

« My little lad, you are going away and I’ll be all 
alone. » 

Aranguren exclaims. « I want to recite the Credo. 
Perucho say it for me. » 

«I don’d know it very well, Luis. » 

«Ask the Marquis (as we called Chaumer who had 
been very kind to him) if he knows it. » 

Chaumer deeply moved begins, in the darkness, to 
recite the solemn phrases from his cell, while all of us 
repeat mentally the words after him. 

«I believe in God, the Father Almighty, Maker 
°f Heaven and Earth. » 

And Aranguren torn by conflicting emotions, the 
esire to pray, a revolt against his fate, tho terror of 
^ath, mterupts him. 

n ° * don ’t believe in anything. Gomez 1 

a G ° d ’ as you says there is ’ 
p , dam him for all eternity. » 

^iend°’ ^® n ^ y » quietly puts a hand over his 

mer i and re P ea ^ s the sentence which Chau- 

«B 8 JUSt said - 

his Pra y- I believe in Jesus-Christ 

nly Son 1 » . « his only son. » 
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But again Luis stops. He will not go on and 
a few moments silence probably following ’ * " er 
thought in his own mind, he cries out. c s ° me 

« What a Nero he is, worse than a Nero 
A thousand times worse ! » Aen • 

Perucho tries to calm him and insists that he sh 
repeat the last phrase « Who will come to i U rw\k 
quick and the dead. » J ge the 

But Aranguren will not, cannot answer He 
beyond the vale of human suffering. While he *r a J* 
out his last breaths, we hear his intestines gurrie a ! 
though one was emptying a half filled tin-can 
Now he lies there, a pale sack of discolored skin and 
bone. The sky has begun to brighten. The last star 
quenches its timid rays. The clock in a distant tower 
chimes six. Another clock in the Governor’s quarter 
answers it. Absorbed by the ghastly drama that 
went on in our midst we did not heard the reveille 
blow over our heads at five o’clock. It is cold but no 
one feels the chilUn the air. All of us crouch against 
our curtains. We listen to Perucho weeping over the 
body of his friend and fellow martyr. 

« You are at peace, little Luis. When will I too 
sleep my last sleep. » 

Me intervene to console his despair. He becomes 
ca mer. on as passes by on his regular rounds and 
s ops or a moment to look at the tragic picture. Thev 
firing the hammer and the anvil to separate the 
living from the dead. It is a quarter to seven. Jhere 
ls lhe ceremony as before. The body is sewn 
in a sack. It is carried out and creoline is'scattered 
n e spot where it lay. That makes the second. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII 


Howers of sin. — The curse in the dark. — How Jorge Ra¬ 
mirez died. — From Seneccats Jesus. — Annibal Molina, 
the fourth on the list. — ,, Juan de Abila ” and the modern 
novel. — All Soul’s Day. — The tragic meeting. — A last 
piece of advice. — Our Lady of starvation. — A pigeon, 
not on toast. On the eve of a New Year. 


Ociober-deccmber 1919, 

This atmosphere of passive resistance, this dull 
dreary melancholy pierced occasionaly by sudden, 
swift tragedies or brutal provocations and insults 
wears down our nerves. That is why men who you 
think are sane suddenly begin to do and think mad 
hingg ? while others, who have the reputation of 
eing brave, speak in humble tones and even cringe 
e . or e the terrors of the night. Those who are simple 
ramued, not very well educated, become absurdly 
^uperstitious. On the other hand one sometimes 

tin V c ^ eren *' type °t man courageously accejp- 

de g • ls dail y r ^tion of pain with smiling serenity, 

his • t )a ^ r °t grillos cheerfully, decorating 

as com’f U P food as tastily, in short living 

for the T Uably aS he can and reserving his energies 

to thA W ^ en ho wll be able to use his strength 
116 best purpose. 
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The prisoners in the lower tier can read 
or study. Up above we are shut in a twofold r Jr T rite 
that of our cell and that of our thoughts. Some i^o t°k'’ 
ago one of my neighbors, Santiago Siso, secured" 5 
some way or other a few sheets of the book call a 
Los Pazos de Ulloa by Emilia Pardo-Bazan p a T 
by page we read them, over again and again e f 
joying to the full the delightful writing of this Gali¬ 
cian authoress. Afterwards Plaza obtained a book 
on Southern Africa by Marcel Monet which also 
was passed about in fragments, while Rocha and 
Figueroa allowed me to share in their readings of 
Jean Aicard’s Benjamine. Up till then I had only had 
m the way of literature, the pathetic or melancholy 
letters of my comrades, the humorous stories of 
Jobito, the poems of Leo, the socialogical or histo¬ 
rical studies of Luciani, and an amazing avalanch 
of verses by poor Torres Abanderos whose poetic 
gifts, fanned by the suffering he endured, flamed 

up with the brillancy of a light that is about to be 
extinguished. 

r, n Tn P r ’ soneis w ho were in solitary confinement 
H • a , no other companion than their throughts, 
letharJ am opes °f releasse, sank into a state of 
i;_ j ffy e se wen t mad. I have never before rea- 
<. ; °Tl ' \ le Was ex pression of Cicero «litera- 

Hf, S T] e honey that sweetens the bitterness of 

resomv 10S< i "i ' 0 , are not fl hle to draw upon those 
into uf eS , wh ‘ ch knowledge offers sink day by day 

le-se i n pi , ts ° f des P air <rom which the only re- 
ease ,s the dreadful portal of insanity or death. 

fuge in ,. now . m y companion and I have taken re- 
literarv * lscussl . ons or conversations on philosophic, 
radeshin° r ?° ltlcal themes. This intellectual com- 
noyanu£™f akeS us willing to accept the little an- 
0 ever y day. After having spent long months 







GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 


181 


with a man in the same cell a state of friction is 
likely to develope which begins with hostile silences, 
rapidly degenerating into absurd and violent quarrels. 
In some of the cells the prisoners are on the point of 
flying at one another’s throats. The only thing that 
restrains them in Nereo’s obvious delight when any¬ 
thing of the kind occurs. The other prisoners try 
and reconcile them After a time the tension wears 
off and once more they are prepared to accept and 
share their common lot in a spirit of brotherly com¬ 
radeship. % 

I spend much time planning out novels. I make 
notes which I jot down with a wretched pencil on 
odd bits of crumpled paper. These are passed from 
one cell to another. They form our daily reading 
matter. I am urged to hurry up with the next ins¬ 
talment. I feel encouraged by the thought that I 
am able to help my companions to escape for a few 
hours into that dream world which I have created 
and peopled with my fancy. It was perhaps that feel¬ 
ing that provoked certain vigorously optimistic 
passages in the « Visitador de las Concepciones. » 
Nevertheless this life, side by side, becomes im¬ 
possible. Juliac has decided to ask the governor to 
he placed in another cell. The release ofsome. the 
death of others, has thinned our ranks. Several 
cells are empty, among them n° 25. 

, ^ast night in the silence that falls after nine 
0 c °°k lieutenant Ramirez R. suddenly cried out. 

<( Please God that this consumption and dysen- 
ccy that are killing us off may start a plague that 

1 < o away with Gomez, Caracas and all Vene¬ 

zuela. » 

nos!° ° ne answer ed him. Here and there in the dark- 
piiig 0l f ^ ear .^ ^ crea king of a grillos or the chir- 
0 a cricket as that innocent insect uttered 
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*»«** wavin ? 0,1 the rfver bank, the sW 
t night# spent among one’s family in the „hi 


country 

e sweet 


Iness c 
Who 

the irons iaivc on a suu more sinister note. 



October 6 1919, 

From the left comes the rumor that Ramirez 
has just passed away. He died silently. Ncreo came 


* ' d ’ ~ vv, Gallic 

with the hammer and, with the help of the orderlies 
prepared the body « for freedom ». For the last few 
days Norco has had an assistant, a little negro call 
Manuel Jose Borges from Le Tuy who previously 
had been in the court-yard with Ordaz and the other 
political prisoners. Nereo had Borges sent here be- 
eau>e he plays las maracas and can accompanys the 
gaoler averv night, after lights-out, or during the 
ong att ernoon when Nereo plays his joroppos. Borges 
Su ms like a good sort of chap. He protects his corn- 
pat not^ Ribas, who is in n° 42, and, when he can do 
^dhout running any risk, he tries to do any 
° Kr lavors bis power. If Nereo is about of 
couise Borges makes a fuss and acts the part of a 
p> 1 tss Bully. When, however, the question of car- 
ning out the dead man comes up the poor boy 
turned grey with fright and his knees shake. After 
i< eoipse had been removed Nereo insisted that 
is- assistant accompany him on las maracas while 
pa\s a joropo. The thin notes of the native 
pa ll , lnien ^ s tinkled like the faint rattling of a ske- 
, n s bones dancing a dance of death and the sin- 
a r b ^ 01ce at time became hoarse with grief as he 

j C ^? c . ll P w ard superstitiously at the cells which 
death has left empty. 
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Each time a prisoner dies the ration of food ser¬ 
ved us becomes more abundant. It seems as though 
the cooks in the prison, or whoever dishes out our 
supplies, pitied those on whom this final punishment 
falls, after all the other ill-treatment they have 
gone through. 

The other day Nereo entered our cell accompanied 
by two orderlies. 

« Gome on, doctor Juliac, put your arms around 
my neck we are going for a trip. » 

Hesitatingly Juliac eyed the orderlies who pre¬ 
pared to pick up his pitifully small bagage. 

* But where are you taking me ? » he asked. 

Nereo, in order to frighten him and amuse the 
orderlies, answered. 


« Never mind that, Don’t ask questions. But 1 
suggest you say you last prayers. » 

He went out with Juliac, followed by the men 
Carrying the packages and placed the prisoner 
in cell n° 25 opposite mine. Now we have the whole 
width of the courtyard between us after having 
been together for eight months. It made us feel badly 
" separate, but it was best we should do so. I set 
about feverishly tidying up my cell. With a piece of 
i(V 1 tried to scratch off the bloody stains made 
, w *? 0 had coughed the hearts out here, 
wal<T V> U A* fl0 ° r aild P^ an k with ashes and 
naiiui\„ V | U Wad at ^ ie entrance 1 carved my 
cross ’f.Ji ; ,n .^ e ^ ack wali 1 drew charcoal a 
rnesage of cleari y visible, the consoling 

« It lh ! Philosopher from Cordova. 

Since Ni kil *P sa< I ue mors nihil.» 

«ion havina r!? 8 i been al ° ne in liis cel1 ’ his <*»nipa- 
l" : ace.One of} 10 i’ ,e canu °t leave us a monuml’si 
^nbreuk,,,,,. Cgs is Paralysed and hecomplainsin 
mg to “** that he cannot get off Ins plank 
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and that, when an orderly does lift him dr™ , 
cannot get back. He drags himself about th ’ n 6 
puts Ins head out the door and beseeches us to a ’ 
something for him, in the name of our mothers ° 
children, our grandchildren. He calls on Gen»?I 
Medina, the Trinity, Nereo, the Holy Virgin to com! 
to his rescue to let him see a priest, and not leave 
him to die like a wounded beast in the midst of hi« 
own filth. But it is all of no avail. 

On October 25 Porras went by. 

« Colonel Porras, I am really very ill », declared 
Anibal, « I cannot move, I can hardly speak. » 

« I will mention it to the General. » 

The inspector went out and locked the grating. 
About elevan o’clock the poor little man began to 
whimper again. I happened to be awake and heard 
him. At five Nereo come around knocking on the 
walls to wake us so we can answer his surly question. 

« How have you been sleeping ? » 

Some grunt a reply. Others sleep on or make 
believe snore. 


One man answers in a tone what makes you wish 
you were free so you kick him hard. 

<( Very well, thank you, and you ? » 

But as the warden does not lift the curtain of 
Tose confined on the upper tier, any more than 
l orras does when he passes by a little later, the 
question is rather a set phrase that a real inspection, 
, 1 - , ? s * ia Ppened that, when the rations had been 
1JU , e . arif ^ Molina’s dish had remained outside 
Btrclrhlwu wi \ hout the prisoner’s hand having 
and said "°"° 1 *'° *t, Nereo called the orderly 

yestCTdav 1 the , sou P in to that fellow. He said 
j ue can t move. » 








GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 18b 

Carias entered the cell. He went over to the 
plank on which the officer lay. 

F « Captain Molina, Captain Molina here's your 
rancho. » 

Nereo from the court-yard called up ironically, 
« Is it true he can’t move ? » 

« Oh yes, it’s true, all right. » 

« Why not ? » 

« Because he’s dead I » 

When he came out the orderly angrily threw 
the plate of rations on the ground. That makes four. 


Molina died on October 26. During the eleven days 
that have elapsed since then I have worked with 
the greatest activity. Pieces of paper for me to write 
on come from both right and left. Carias brings 
a practically new pencil as a present from Roman 
Delgado Chalbaud. Dominguez Acosta offers, through 
Siso, to keep the pages for me after I finish writing 
them. I slip the first packages to him although it 
is difficult to do so. Santiago Siso has been most 
kind and obliging ever since he found out that I 
was here. 


November 2, 

All Souls’Day . 

Eleven o’clock in the morning and things stiW 
00 an( ^ grey. It is raining. All the church bells 
re ring^g^ [breads of rain drops break up the sur- 

orH h° ^ n pooL p he waper-spouts sob. The pigeons 
^ch tu • ar8 s * n h their heads on their chests and 
raining ^ ac ^ s » they, like other birds when it is 
ftlo&lr °°k as though they were wearing a heavy 

** over their shoulders. 
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November 7 

9 i 

« And how are you getting along ? » I i, 

in deaf and dumb alphabet from the prison*^ 
the extreme right. r “ 

dovvjy a pale hand slips through the curiam r t 
cell and spells out the following message. 

Badaracco is dying. » 

At two m the afternoon we began to hear th- 
deep snores that indicate profound slumber. It was 
indeed profound for, seven hours later, at nine o’clock 
one was not able to wake him. He bad pa-ed away 
m his sleep. From then on the dead man remained 
l}ing at the feet of his comrade bound by the same 
chain. It was not till the next morning that Nereo 
separated them and carried out the rigid corpse of 
Jose Augustin Badacacco wrapped in a dirty shroud. 

I hat makes five. 


* 

* * 


is now the beginning of December. The two 
i ana ntiena brothers are very low. Captain Miguel, 

i lt ei 7 . a ^ times loses consciousness, while his 
brother Cristobal, a mere boy of seventeen or eigh¬ 
teen, is half mad with despair and hunger. He ac¬ 
cuses is neighbors of stealing and devouring the 

JJ!\ lsI . ons are sen t him and threatens that he 
/ e la ^ our * telephones as we call our system 
oi communication between the cells. 

^ ereo * e *t the court-yard at an unusual 
w 1 .° , :l ^’ ^ * le grating was opened for him. He 
convent Cn ^ l ee ^ le Sovernor. In prisons, as in 
is know an h hospitals, everything that happens 
11 o all the inmates. An ear is listening at 





* # 



A foot placed in one cf the rii" of the « < rillcs » 







The instrument of torture used by the two latest South An e>iean tyrants 
C,astro and Gomez on prisoners confined for politk al motives. 












R. DELGADO-f IIALOAUD 


i^i I Jvrmvii into the prison of Lo Rotonde at Caracas by Juan*Viccnte GomezT° n 
May J.J, 1913. ] He remained theic confined to his cell fourtenn years wearing 
leg-irons weighing over eighty-five pounds and cut off from all communication 
with his family or the outside world. 
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every keyhole. In the gover’s office Nereo found a 
?tout man in a heavy overcoat who was with the 
Medina and a third person. The man in the overcoat 
inquired. 

* How many are left ? » 

1 he goaler gave the number of prisoners who 
were still alive and named those who had already 
died. 

« Very well. When you have finished them off. 
General Medina will tell you what to do next. » 

Nereo was promised that, in case the verdict in 
his case which was now being reviewed by the judges 
should be unfavorable, he would be given the oppor¬ 
tunity to escape to Trinidad or Curacoa with the 
necessary funds and a false passport but « those 
tramps must disappear first. » 

« Those tramps » meant the officers and the other 
prisoners. When Nereo had gone out to execute the 
orders he had received the man in the over-coat 
came down-stairs. He passed in front of the sentries, 
who saluted him, and stepped into the car belonging 
to the Inspector General of the Army which was dri¬ 
ven by the chauffeur Pablo Vicente. 

The enthusiasm with which Nereo has sent about 
his task wes something frightful. He no longer 
shouts at us. He no longer threatens us. He is silent 
and sinister. Carefully he hails each curtain in place, 
sewing up the holes so as to make them perfectly 
tight. Then he calls his orderlies together in the mid¬ 
dle of the court and makes them a short speech. His 
voice trembles with rage although he docs his best 
to make it sound amiable. 

« Now get this, boys. I’ve had fresh order from 
General Medina that the rules of this establishment 
rnust strictly obeyed. This means you. If I catch 
anyi) °dy passing extra rations to a prisoner or let- 
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ting him have some of his own grtih ni K 1>n , .. . 

a jelly with this club, I’ll sin k „ IS*-?' 0 
on him and put him away with the -mivs ,„i °* 

on the upper floor. Now don’t you forget I | u t °. ^ 
Running his eye along the lines of cells, „ v 
of which hung the shadow of death. Nereo ,, ! 

« From now on everybody is « insolvent ,» J 
<< Does that include me ? , inquires Iturbe in , 
voice he tries to keep steady but which tremble! 
because he realizes what this sentence means to h n 
and those whom he helps secretly. » m 

« Yes, doctor, you are included. » 

In short our death sentence has been signed 


♦ 

* * 


Starvation stalks in our midst. Hunger and si¬ 
lence that silence which Tacitus mentions when he 

Only ‘the dun “ g l , he of Gennanicus. 

war miner t L g< ° r ® as , before, coining and going, 

makmg g ,ove eS ^ 8un - ,akin * W 

Striked in'a n f v theSe f eaturcS - {r ™> happy, uncon- 
the floor I \ l way ^ ecomes unbearable. Lying on 

r> »* »*, 

h... *xr.r; o?:s: 

obscene images. The Somr of n i aC > 0 

bowels nmi Hk n& . ** un £cr echoes in my 

the classic Mb:50S . in y uiiml. I hear Lara reciting 

dishes P<?S f ° r P re P urin K certain delicious 

which iVtlV.V ‘ s,u,<, ‘'I )an an ample layer of butter 
thu a L. T‘v l ; M ° V, ‘ r a . slow fire Scatter on 
mixed some mV ° ,uacar01 “ w *th which one has 

Some oTX ^ SU “ Chc ° s '' 8mted fine... , 

1 the prisoners call out. 






GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 


189 


* Fo ! God ’ s sake, shut up. » 


But Lara continues solemnly, 
a duck.!! H » Pale * iU " feal potie de canard , you take 

a mouthf?7 wf 7T- t ! lree days since 1 have «aten 
slimv ii ' ' ^kat little rice is given us floats in a 

turns , the S1 f ht ’ as wel1 as th e smell, of which 
® omach. Lara goes on, pitilessly. 

« dd white wine, olives, dry grapes, Brazil nuts 
and stir slowly... » 

As no one is allowed anything from outside some 
ot the prisoners are devouring everything within 
their reach even banana skins. 1 he pigeons roam about 
picking up seeds, or grains of rice that have fallen 
into the cracks of the floor in front of the cells. 

« The white meat of the duck is generally consi¬ 
dered... 


I make a sudden spring'Tike a tiger. Swiftly, 
with an ease that astonishes me, my hand shoots 
out under the curtain. When T draw it back, a second 
later, it has grasped a palpitating, heaving little 
mass of feathers. Everything is done in a flash. My 
hands are no longer human, they have become claws. 
I strangle the little bird. Its wings fall limply and 
the coraline eyes disapears under lids that flutter 
in a final spasm. I carry it to the back of my cell. 
There I rapidly strip the feathers from the frail 
body and hide them carefully. 

My stomach contracts. This warm, white flesh, 
with its blue veins and delicate pink spots maddens 
me. With teeth and nails I tear off the wings, 
sever the muscles, wrench out the tntiails. I clean 
them all as best I can and I devour glutto nously 
everything I can find to eat on the little beast. 
The only thing I put aside, intending to thiow 
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it nway later is a bit of tough skin that I can „ t 
swallow. ca *mot 

the next day I ate the rest. 

December 28, 

1'Mby I have had a wonderful, glorious surprise 

• «m overjoyed. One of my fellow prisoners tells 

,,, 1 ' ( ‘? r ! Kcr ; fj 0 mcssa g e to my mother, who is a 
, ml family. Although he has not obtained 

U,r permission to have some one else enclose a note 
m his h i ter he thinks he can slip a message through. 

If is almost a year since I have had any news of 
my hunily or been able to communicate with them 
Ih.t something troubles me, spoils my happiness! 

• mate of the pigeon I ate sits alone on one of the 
pillars OH the roof. She seems sad. None of the other 
puv ons go near her. Is it because they respect her 
f' 1 " I ur hccause a melancholy person is never attrac- 

' v 4 * AI any be she mourns her mate and lingers 
>.y I he spot where she loved and was loved. Poor 
little victim of unkind fate. 

She sat there for a week. This morning she lay 
< end at the loot of her pillar. 1 feel annoyed. And 
cannot get over it. 


At eleven o’clock on the night of December 13. 

-ap am Miguel Parra Entrena suddenly cried out as 

l4 »'gh he were a awakenilig from a nightmare. 

« aiis« d he those who have starve me to death. 

•»y a n children suiter the same fate. » He died 
1,1,5 day alter. 

criimi7 < ' ( 1 4,111 he 22 nd when we heard the citybe- 

'h ° ( -elebrate the holidays with music and fire- 
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passed a way ^ha . Entl j® na bia younger brother also 
away, that makes two more « tree men. » 

January 1, 1920, 

informed 6 tw t n lght the year we were suddenly 
by whirl) ‘ " P ane l '< as we called the means 

us I messages from the outside world reached 

IT amv ® shortly - Some of the prisoners had 
t , ., dy ,. re ®f ve , d ? andy and different kind of good 
'' for * lle holidays. Our pleasures are as simple 
as those of school-boys and a bun, three almonds 
&ncl a little coffee makes us rejoice. 

But now we were all excited over the arrival of 
the « plane. A daring soldier, who is in the secret 
catches the match-box, which he attaches to a stone 
when Nereo happens to be looking the other way and 
tosses to a prisoner standing quite by accident (?) 
in the court-yard and apparently interested in the 
stars. The prisoner tosses back a lttle box wrapped 
in rags and the other prisoners take their places at 
strategic points where they can catch the plane as 
it goes by. They do so with that sureness of gesture 
and air of indifference which one only acquires after 
long months behind the bars. If the officer on duty 
or some other soldier should discover what was going 
on our accomplice would be shot at once. Yet the 
mail has been passing in by this precarious channel 
for several years under the very nose of our gaoler. 

Nereo has decided to play the harp. Manuel Jose 
is playing the maracas and stands between « the 
cur » and the court-yard. We take advantage of 
this to pass the message along and the delivery is 
made in fast time. Only a few minutes elapse before 
the little paper reaches me through the wall and 
press it to my heart. The tidings it contains are most 
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consoling .All is well, the only deaths i n 0 ,„ t 
mily are some distant relatives and mv rid ta ' 
are all in good health. I cannot prevent "m, 0 "? 
from shedding tears of joy. For the last eleven rSf 
I have been suffering all the anguish, the W,^ 8 
of uncertainty, have been the prev of a the e 
hideous fancies. P y a tho *and 

Now, with my eyes fixed on the cross at the back 
Of my cell, I Whisper a prayer of thanksgiv ng 0 
Him who created pigeons that die of love and Go 
mez who poison the world with their venom 
I feel that I must do something reckless to ex 
press my joy. While Nereo is busy with is harp and 
Manule Jose accompanies him, jumping up and down 

hand™! Hft a e sT S1C r hoIding the maraca his 

/ d ’ 4.V ft ?, de of curtain and slip hurriedly 

b t T G ^ t0 Cdl 44 Where 1 am able t0 em- 
ace Torres Abandero, Siso, Plaza, Ribes. It is 

impossible to do the same on the right for Nereo’s 

eyes are turned m that direction. 

otherare b nr Del f d0 ' Chalbaud ' Leon and the 

catch siehf P! aym , g , d °mmos on a box. When they 
signs hCy Spnng U P- alarmad . and make 

Like^ fla’sh 11 r 1 '| Y0U l1 A 6t int0 trouble - Go hack. t> 
To have dm,,. * j, • S p P ' n through my curtain again. 

of intertia of IS , °°. ls h P rar> h after so many days 
It was the ext S " ! r "’ SSIOn > pleases me intensely, 
faction On enonsation of a violent inner satis- 

come ever rarer aT of y° uth which be- 

ever rarer as age steals over us 

I count” twfidv WC hCar the Cannon firin g a salut «- 
I recall I re P orts ' New Year’s Day. 

elsewhere Once T ° ^ ew Year’s days I have spent 

rico, alone the "I ° St ° n the P am P as of the Gua- 
° m the wilderness under the glow of the 
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Southern stars. Once I was at sea in a fierce storm 
when the water seemed black as ink and the wind 
stung your face like a handfull of thistles. On several 
occasions I was in the dungeons of Puerto-Cabello 
or in the underground cells at San Carlos. This time 
I am at La Rotonde. Where w T ill I be next year ? 




CHAPTER XXIX 


A year’s inventory. — Those white drops. — Neighbors and 
spies. — Carnival time ! — „ The harp that once... ”. — 
Consoler of misfortunes. — New recruits and old veterans. 

— Regarding feminism. — The death of Dominguez Acosta. 

— How the devil pays. 


Siano trenta d’una sorte 
e trentuno con la morte. 

Eia, l’ultima, Alala. » 

January-March 1920. 

The total of deaths for the twelve months which 
have just elapsed is as follows. Three victims among 
the seniors, Rendon, Mejiias, Caricote, Among the 
juniors, that is to say among those imprisoned as a 
result of the « barracks plot», were eight victims. Felix 
Andrade Mora who died at the barracks of San Carlos 
or La Trinidad while being tortured, Domingo Mujica, 
Aranguren-Moreno, Ramirez R., Anibal Molina, Jose 
Augustin Badaracco, and the two Parra Entrena 
lothers. I he six latter expired as a result of strange 
a Lacks of diarrhoea accompanied by symptoms of 
meningitis, convulsions and nausea. The intervals 
etween their deaths was as follows : Thirty days 
etween Aranguren Moreno and Ramirez R., twenty 
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days between the latter and Molina, eleven days 
between Molina and Badaracco, thirty-seven days 
between Badaracco and Miguel Parra Entrena, eight 
days between the latter and his brother Cristobal. 

They were all robust young men between sixteen 
and thirty years of age. The little while drops cer¬ 
tainly do their work well. 


January 6, 1920. 


General Roberto Gonzales, the aide de-camp of 
Antonio Ramos was brought to the Rotonde about 
the same time 1 was. He occupied cell n° 26 across 
the court-yard. During the first nights of our capti¬ 
vity I frequently heard his firm, calm voice replying 
litothe questions Medina was in the habit of asking 
during his midnight examinations. Gonzales refused 
to give any information and replied categorically to 
the insidious insinuations of the rascally cripple. Not 


being able to obtain any information from this lion- 
hearted officer they employed a ruse which I only 
mention as a matter of historical information. They 


placed another prisoner, An gustos Mejias, in Gonza¬ 
les’ cell with orders to obtain by hook or crook some 
incriminating statement. 1 he poor stool-pigeon, who 
had been starved or terrorised into accepting this 
role failed in Ids mission The only result was that he 
caught the consumption with which this cell was 
infected, and the authorities wore obliged to transfer 
him to the court-yard. He paid for us attempted 
crime with his life. But Roberto Gonzales also caupht 
the fatal germs and today, hp.phany, he lies dying 
in cell 47 were he was placed when he became se¬ 
riously ill. lbs companion now 16 . 

Sanchez, the only prigonei w 10 1H him for some 
reason being Unit Medina is indebted to bun o 
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favor or other in the past. Sanchez is good and n' 
he has nursed the sick man patiently and withrn 
tenderness. Kneeling beside the plank on which th,! 
unhappy Gonzales lies gasping for breath, will! his 
long white hair and silver beard framing his bronzed 
face Sanchez looks like a saint as he says his prayers 
for the soul of the dying man, telling them off on a 
rosary which he has made out of grains of corn strung 
together. 

Gonzales was a long while a-dying. But at half past 
three or four in the afternoon it was all over. Another 
human bundle goes out through the grating. As he 
washes his feet in the pool in the court from which we 
obtain our drinking water Nereo comments on the 
incident to the orderlies. 

« That makes twelve for this year. For, although we 
are now 1920, we can include him under the head 
of « work begun previously ». 

Under the new arrangements Major Aponte and 
Captain Pimentel are attached to the same grillo in 
cell 73. In 38 Perucho Betancourt and Arturo Lara 
each have their separate pair. Beyond 37 are three 
uncurtained cells, black tombs from which the dead 
have been removed and which remain unoccupied. 
Nereo as he makes his morning rounds stops in front 
of them as he does in front of all the others and repeats, 
ironically his question, that takes on in this instance 
a sinister significance. 

« Have you slept well ? » 

Further along are cavalry Captain Carlos Mendoza 
and infantry Captain Argimiro Arellano, attached 
o the same bar. Beyond them, in individual chains, 
are Ricardo Corredor and Manuel Andrade Mora, the 
poor bov who had a position in the postal depart¬ 
ment of the custom-house at La Guairaand who was 

n o prison simply because he happened to be the 
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biol hoi of Felix Andrade Mora whom they have just 
murdered. 


February 1920. 

Our worthy gaoler, Nereo, seems uneasy. He spends 
long hours sitting on a stool under the stairs making, 
believe he is taking a nap. Manuel Jose performs his 
daily tasks for him. The harp lies abandoned in a 
corner. 

This worried air dates back several months to the 
day when he was taken into court in connection with 
his trial for murdering his mistress. On that occasion 
Nereo put on his Sunday suit, composed of garnments 
which he had bought or « inherited » from the priso¬ 
ners who have since died. 

While Nereo was away and Manuel Jose has taken 
his place for a few hours we had a chance to look at 
one another and see what changes had occured in our 
faces and clothes since we entered this hell-hole. Our 
features resembled those you see in a nightmare, our 
garments were tattered objects which a rag picker 
would have scorned. The prisoners who are on the 
lower tier came out to the middle of the court-yard 
for a chance to see us. They smiled pityingly at what 
they saw. Compared with us they seemed like princes, 
for they wore caps and had trousers that buttoned 
down the side in order to accomodate the grillos. 
Fortunately there is a special trick about slipping 
your trousers on and off which I learned at San Car¬ 
los. We are jealous of them also on account of their 
camp-stools, their little benches, their books, their 
slates, the water they have within reach and their 

sanitary arrangements, if one can g j y e such a P om ‘ 
pons name to such a filthy cesspool. Nestor Perez 
walks gingerly about as though his grillos were made 





198 GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 

of glass and he were afraid of breaking them. R 0 
and Miguel Delgado-Chalbaud have arranged the^ 
so that they rest on a little wagon and allow the pri! 
soners to move more easily. Carlos Leon, always fuss 1 ' 
about his appearance, looks like a foppish dandy i n \ 
costume drama with his close-fitting trousers and his 
, stockings tightly pulled up between the ring of his 
chains and his suede shoes. This varied raiment and 
the uncouth appearance of some of the other priso¬ 
ners make them resemble a troop of actors waiting 
back-stage for their cue to go on. 

On the other hand doubtless our own appearance 
when seen from below was even more fantastic. 
Iturbe has his face swollen and his grey beard and 
hair matted and unclipped. Torres Abandero is 
covered with sores. Luciani, Robinson, and Feo Cal- 
cano look like beggar knights, while Rocha might 
pass as a defrocked priest without parish. Figueroa’s 
looks remind one of a combination of a jumping jack 
ans a fish, while the officers on the left, at least those 
who have the courage to show themselves at all, have 
faces marked with deep lines of suffering and misery. 
Across the court-yard from me Acuna has parti-colo¬ 
red side whiskers. Ruiz is tonsured like a friar, Feo 
looks like a cow-herd. Vicente Rey is appallingly dirty 
because he has been lying on the brick floor and is 
so covered with red dust that he resembles a gold fish. 

rancisco Pimentel who has decided never to stand 
up in order to save his strength wriggles like a worm 
at the entrance of his cell. One man, Rodriguez, has 
a terribly inflamed mouth, another man’s eyes seem 
° c starting out of his head. Juliac when he stuck 
u is bald pate received an ovation. Chaumerv’s 
c< is swollen and he has a flowing blond beard. Sal- 
!' • ? ^ aza ’ 8 face is so pale and his hair is so 
a i one rubbed his head against the wall it 
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would burst in flames just like a match. What a won¬ 
derful collection of caricatures we make ! Or what a 
success we would have at fancy dress ball. Iam like 
the rest and my face, as I catch sight of it in my water 
basin, reminds me, on account of the madras handker¬ 
chief I have wrapped round my forehead, of an old 
engraving of Abbe Faria 1 . 

Laughter and conversation becomes more and more 
animated, till after a while Huizi warns us. 

« We had better be careful and get back into our 
cells for Nereo will be back pretty soon and if he has 
been sentenced to fifteen yeards hard-labor he will 
probably not be particularly good-natured about 
things in general. » 

The prediction proved true. Af five o’clock the 
warder returned and began to take off his clothes and 
throw them about as soon as he had passed through 
the grating. He did not say a word to anybody. After 
making his rounds with Porras he came up to the 
higher tier and strode back and forth through the 
corridor, circling around like a vulture does when 
looking for its prey. 

He was talking to himself and we managed every 
now and then to catch a word here and there. He was 
cursing everybody. Finally he stopped outside of 
Gonfalon’s curtain, at cell 42, right next to me. The 
prisoner confined there tried to console him, to cheer 
him up. Gonfalon kept on insisting that Nereo had 
been unfairly treated and that if he (Gonfalon) were 
only free he would see to it that his friend Dr. Marquez 
Bustillos did something for the gaoler. Nereo listened 
for a few moments and told Gonfalon some of his 
hopes and fears. But when the generous prisoner tried 


(1) One of the characters of Dumas* « The Count of Monte 
Christo i. 
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to encourage the warden and told him « don’t „ 
down hearted perhaps after all they will let yo„ % 
because we all know how fond General Medina 

s y aid Vlir m00d SUdden 'y Cha ^d an d S h°e f 

paS a ;r; a j toTJ:: h k r your plank ’ * 

With a timid rattle of his chains Gonfalon obeyed 
orders thoroughly upset about this savage, who fist 
sought sympathy and then abused the man Who of er 

When several days passed and Nereo found that he 
was not being taken off to the Citadel he regained 
tonlidence. Now he has convinced himself that he 
will be left here as long as he knows how to « make 
himself useful >>. The result is that he treats us worse 
lan ever, feeling that that is the surest means of 
remaining in favor. Moreover he has had don Vicen¬ 
tes promise, which I mentioned a short time ago. 

in o sec prisoners die from time to time, he 
mocks at and reviles those who are sick. 

After the famous day when Nereo had been con¬ 
demned, m other words about the middle of 1919, 

, ne( ^ or our 0 .^J le prisoners were released. But their 
doth weie quickly filled. The newcomers included 

T d Le °* Conse quently it was easy to 
i ^ h la a ^ ciS the f class they were anxious to 
/ , WI * ^riier prisoners were on the contrary 

p> L , rom tlme to rime. Among them Vicente 
in i, o was wretchedly ill, was allowed to go so out 
Ha lr nL- a a 10 c:ou ld attend his daughter’s funeral, 
aut horit -l, i°i mUch . llke a cor Pse himself that the 
him p/ Ch n °! ^ k * nk ^ worth while to reimprison 
Pancho e ^ 10US ^ ^ as t° Arcia, Ponte Urbaneja, Don 

had alreadv h IU and Serrano the engineer, 

dy been liberated. The other night they took 
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bly solhat'hT Pa i U i a . . Reyes ° ut of . his cel1 P roba - 

o) lu S j m '' cou alleast weep beside the bierof one 
>>s Icar ones Dr Rafael Ricardo Revenga went 

waV AvoZ Z T The liberation of Dr Francisco 

i n ..„i • t ?J he 4 nterventl0n of Gomez’ sister Dona 
we ] ’*’ hc Wlfe of general Martinez Mendez, while 

Roe u V ater tbat his companion was giv^ his 

''r i.V» beC8USe V,centic0 has just mar ried a cousin 

Revenga’s liberation and the fact that he now had 
» relative by marriage of the reigning dynasty 
■ ' i * * .I '' leo ' had ill treated this prisoner so 

violently that now he wasobviously afraid of retalia- 
<)' y measures. This was all the more understandable 
ns it was on account of what he had done to the lawyer 
Angel Vicente Rivero, who had been in La Rotonde 
at one time, that he now found himself in serious dif¬ 
ficulties over the sentence which has been pending 
ever since he had been convicted of killing his mis¬ 
tress. What might not Rafael Ricardo do to him ? 

Consequently the « cur » was not very surprised at 
the sentence passed by the judge and insisted that 
the severity of the terms was due not to the beastli¬ 
ness of the crime itself but to the «pull» of Revenga. 

Although every passing day seems to confirm 
Nereo’s hope that he will be left where he is, neverthe¬ 
less the warden continues to threaten Dr Rivero. We 
tremble at the thought of what Nereo would do him 
if he ever had that man at his mercy. 

In spite of the dozen recent deaths and the number 
of others which are likely to take place shortly, thus 
starting off t he record for the year well, the prospect 
of being packed off himself to the convict camp at 


(1) A remarkably clever lawyer. Has been living in New 

York lot yearn at an exile. 
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Puerto Gabello seemed to have made Nereo a litti 
more considerate of our feelings. Perhaps too the re! 
marks of Iturbe and his own worries have made hi m 
a little less strict about enforcing the rules of th* 
establishment. 

r l hen too the <i plane » or air-mail is arriving regu¬ 
larly, almost every week in fact. Itbrings us encourag¬ 
ing news from outside. We hear for instance that 
all the prisoners are to be released shortly, so the 
American minister has told the niece of a cousin of one 
of the prisoners who is here in the court-yard, the 
latter does not want his name mentioned but << is a 
very well informed person » so Figueroa assures us. 
Mr. Wilson has written to another person also in touch 
with authentic information that one of the first mat¬ 
ters he will attend to is the fate of the political prison¬ 
ers in Venezuela but that he cannot do anything till 
Uemenceau has recovered from the effects of the 
attack a lunatic made on him recently. Perhaps even 
before that the King of Spain will have written Gomez 
to let off « six selected prisoners ». Selected possibly 
i e bulls are for a bull-fight. Nevertheless I cannot 
manage to figure out the connection that exists be¬ 
tween all these rumours. 




I have passed on to my neighbors the last chapter 
of volume one of my latest book «Juan de Abilaoorthe 
bire on the Ranch ». It is one of the things I have 
Wallen wdh which I am the most satisfied but I don’t 
t are think of the task it will be to reread and make a 
fund draft of these hardly legible noted. 

i <>r the last two weeks I have been kept strictly to 

I w P “ s ° n fare > the rancho as it is called. Before that 

as able to lift my seventy-five pound grille up on 
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Ui<’ pla nk. Now in order to get up or down I have to 
lake the bar in my hands. My legs begin to be so thin 
and weak that I can hardly stand on them. 

Miguel Delgado’s little bitch spends the night chas¬ 
ing rats with the orderlies. The rats are enormous. 
1 hey scream when the dog catchs then in a way that 
makes your blood run cold. In the morning we see 
litem lying with their entrails exposed and their long 
mustaches covered with black, dried blood on the 
very spot where our meals are prepared and ladled 
out. 

March 1920. 

Dominguez Acosta cannot leave his cell to sit in 
the sunshine beside the stunted trees that grow in the 
court-yard. As he feels frightfully cold he took one of 
the curtains that hang over his doorway as a make¬ 
shift blanket. Nereo insisted that he put it back. 

« Those are intended for curtains not for blankets. » 

T he gentle voice of the theosophist replied. « Thank 
you Nereo. » 

1 have a book which Acosta lent me secretly. It is 
a novel in English by Dolf Willard called «The Path¬ 
way of the Pioneer ». I was thinking about transla¬ 
ting it when suddenly Carias came and interrupted 
me. 

« Dr Dominguez Acosta has sent me to say that 
he is very ill indeed. He is passing on your papers to 
Arevalo Gonzalez who knows about them. He does 
not think he will live much longer. » 

Sadly the messenger hung his head and added. 

« He also said that you were to keep the book of his 

you have as a reminder. 

« What do you mean, Carias ? Is he as low as that ?» 

« Yes, he wishes me to say that the reason he has 
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not answered you himself is because his hands 
are shaking too hard and he is so dreadfully cold » 

I muse sadly over the fate of this exceptional 
man who possessed real literary ability and who is 
dying here in the cell just under mine simply because 
in a courageous article he had dared to declare that 
Venezuela should during the World War have fought 
on behalf of the cause that he considered represented 
that of Right. 

I go back to my work but am again interrupted 
this time by a groan whose meaning I know only too 
well and which scatters my ideas like chaff before the 
breeze. I lean out of my periscope and I notice that 
from the lower tiers all eyes are turned to a spot di¬ 
rectly beneath my feet. Some of the prisoners have 
left their cells and are walking about, stopping when 
they come near the spot from which the moaning 
comes. 

The moaning goes on gradually becoming fainter. 
At half past two it has become little more than a 
sigh. Shortly afterwards the grave, sad voice of Are¬ 
valo Gonzalez informs us. 

« Doctor Dominguez Acosta has just died. » 

No protest, no screaming, nothing. He passed on to 
join the celestial choir in a serene, dignified fashion. 
The clock of the cathedral which we sometimes hear 
strikes three. 

Acosta slipped into the eternal night without vain 
recriminations, without superstitions alarms, without 
a prayer. He was like Leander plunging into the dark 
waters of the Hellespont to keep his tryst. He died 
enveloped in the silence and isolation characteristic 
sou ^ s w h° are animated by that spirit to 
which Carlyle declares we should erect altars of uni¬ 
versal adoration. 

We are all of us greatly upset over Acosta’s death 
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and our uneasiness seems to be shared by Nereo who 
bustles about in a veritable frenzy trying to hasten 
the final details of the transfer of the corpse from the 
prison to the hospital. The presence of this particular 
dead man seems to be more than he can stand. 

At last this new victim is carried off. The same grue¬ 
some comedy takes place and a wretched doctor will 
isue the certificate showing that he died a « natural » 
death at the hospital. But his fate will not be that of 
some of the others. Unlike those who were forgotten 
and whose fate has remained unknown, people will 
hear of and remember the death of Dominguez Acosta 
His name is inscribed on the roles of history. It was 
not poison that carried him off as it did the officers 
lodged on the upper tier, and the priests and Elisco, 
but he was fouly murdered by hunger, by being depri¬ 
ved of fresh air, by being deliberately placed in a cell 
swarming with the germs of consumption. 

« One less » highbrow « to worry about ». That is 
what they are probably saying at Maracay. 

« One more victim to avenge », is what we answer. 
Ignorance is the most cruel affliction from which the 
mind can suffer. To be cruel is already to suffer the 
tortures of the damned. Gomez is cruel but his stupid¬ 
ity is even greater than his cruelty. 


End of March 1920. 

A few more days of silent grief slip by. How many 
of rny companions have already crossed over to the 
Other Shore. Now many of us will shortly pay out our 

last fare to the spectral ferry-man ? 

Nereo is in high spirits. Last night he played his 
harp till nearly nine o’clock while Manuel Jose accom¬ 
panied him, capering about and making monkey like 
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faces. At ten o’clock a voice called out from the other 
side of the grating. 

« Nereo. * 

He hurried out joyfully, for he believed that a 
fresh lot of prisoners were arriving, that his duties 
would again become entetrtaining. As he left he said 
to us menacingly. 

« Be careful, you fellows. Don’t try and get gay. i> 

A long hour passed. Our rations were served out. 
At eleven o’clock Manuel Jose went to the grating to 
get news of what was happening. He came running 
back and dashed into the cell of Delgado-Chalbaud, 
which is the first on the left. Like an electric spark 
along two wires the news sped along the two tiers of 
cells. 

* Nereo has been taken to the citadel. » 

His harp, his belongings are being packed up so it 
must be true. The sunlight floods the court-yard. Are¬ 
valo Gonzalez after months of voluntary confinement 
in his cell struts about clanking his chains as proud as 
a turkey-cock. 

Some try and dampen our enthusiasm. 

« Don t be too hopeful. It is better to have some¬ 
thing bad we know, than something new which may 
be worse. » 


Bui such is the opinion of a small minority. The rest 

are unanimous in feeling that nothing worse than 
Nereo exists. 

, J t / e , a J 1 y seems as though it were not Nereo who had 

apriin^ 1 L a ? d ^ 10 P e that had come back, that blossom 
again in our tomb. 

the L lv r h ? ard J he lowing details. Nereo entered 
for simnlvT & °^ ce * thought he had been sent 
down t* a Fe ? eive tile usual orders, such as « cut 
an so s rations », « put some white drops 
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into X...’s coffee », « don’t let the orderlies gossip 
among themselves ». 

In the office he found neither Medina, nor Roa with 
his shark-like smile, nor even Porras and his suit made 
out of visiting cards. Several policemen seized hold of 
the warden and he was hustled along and pushed 
towards the door. Recovering from his surprise Nereo 
began to bellow like an ox : 

« General Medina! » « General Medina! ». 

The only reply he received were some punches from 
the policemen. Mad with rage at having been tricked 
and betrayed the prisoner turned and shouted. 

« Curse you all. To treat me like this after I killed 
so many innocent men by your orders. » 

And that is how the devil pays his servants. 














CHAPTER XXX 


The latest enigma. — Bambuscos and Joropos. ► Tim ntory 
of a bath and a cigarette. — Reading and writing. Tlic 
Sacred Comedy of Guerrero. — The death of Torres Alum 
dcro. — Some obituary notes. — Rumors regarding the Go¬ 
vernor. — The death of General Pablo Giuscpi Moungijft. • 
The tragedy of July 5. — Dyptheria, typhus and consump¬ 
tion rival arsenic. — Disdainful death. ■—■ A half dozen 
demises and a few books. — The warden Meza. 


Apnl-Scplember 1920 

In the afternoon Porras came in with a new warden. 
He was a very tall man, thin and dark with long feet 
and a limp. He passed close by row of our curtains 
and then went downstairs again, always accompanied 
by the little man in paper clothes who pointed out 
each cell to him and then took him down to be intro¬ 
duced to those on the lower tier. I tried to study his 
features from my periscope. He did not make a good 
impression on me. His features are harsh, lie- has a 
Jewish nose and his very black hais is curly. 

The little negro Manuel Jose has also been trans¬ 
ferred to the court-yard. 

Porras went out locking the door after him. The 
new warden huge as a giant, seated himself like 
some great bird roosting on its perch in Nereots chair 
close to the grating. 

We exchanged our impression of him. One of the 
"■st things we learned was his name. Macedonio 
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Guerrero 1 . This mm inf » • , 

Great is quite ludicrous e i? inder of Alexander the 

great Macedonian wL thlt the 

little to one siHe ^ he car ned his head a 

National Gallery Hi, ke the ApolI ° in the 

that by doing so' the/™ lmit . ated this > thinking 
nius Rnt tt/ y ought acquire some of his ge- 

fided had a H « am0 t r t0 Wh0se care we had been con- 
From 1 mtirmit y- na “ely his limp. 

An^es™ronrTact° W that he <*>mes from the 

like « rather l 1Ta }° he exact, and that he seemed 
11Ke « ratlier a decent sort ». 

rather n lrSt feW days he main tained an aloof and 
rather uncomprising attitude. I noticed, however that 

he had certain attentions and kindly m^nera toward 
the pr f °“ ers - Yesterday at seven o’clock we had a 
concert that drew us all close to our curtains in order 
not to miss a note. Guerrero was sitting on this side 
o e grating while on the other a prisoner named 
Kamon Canino, I think, played the mandolin which 
our warden accompanied on a kind of Colombian gui¬ 
tar. They played some of those melancholy melodies, 
the bambucos , which one hears floating upward ming¬ 
led with the cries of the mule train in the passes of 
the Andes, and which swoon away on a long note, 
that is like a sob, in their effort to attain the inaces- 


sible peaks. This is the type of native music that has 
real grandeur, full of grief, anguish, a real spiritual 
quality. 

A whole civilization separates these songs of the 
hills, pure as the air in which they resound, from the 
Jew'd, aggresive Venezuelan joropos that Nereo used 
to play, with their brusque broken rythms alternat¬ 
ing with the languid creole melodies, haunting but 


(1) Macedonian Warrior. 
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unhealthy. The two musics are separated by a definit 

ethonological frontier. e 

The concert lasted till nearly nine o’clock. \y e 
applauded after each piece and this applause is the 
only way in which we can express our appreciation 
for the good that this music does to our tormented 

and embittered souls. 

How mistaken we often are in our first judgments 
I he man who has been set in authority over us is not 
a prison warder byt a dispenser of courage, a public 
benefactor. Day by day this humble son of the soil, 
tho> worthy fellow from Tachira is making us realize 
how much a kind hearted being can do, even though 
be is obliged to serve in a cave of wild beasts in the 

moist of a band of professional torturers and crimi¬ 
nals. 


Guerrero has become acquainted with the prisoners 
one by one. Downstairs he already knows all his char¬ 
ge-! and does them little favors. He slips in medecins, 
or consoling bits of news from outside. Although he 
cmm j , a\oid taking part in the shameful profiteering 
/, * (J * lT]ri m connection with our rations, on which 
the governor makes a handsome profit, he shows his 

ver ' tures an occasional protest, collects 

u I A 1 J[> ?? 0 w hat is going on and the result is 
tridt the food improves. 

tho^- w>^/ 1C SS6S 0n SOme of his own provisions to 
* I obi v » 1 r V \, 10 /v? 0 ^ ^ es Ht-ute. He has promised to 
tier. H c ( c } VdWi \ 16 cur ^ a * ns removed on the upper 
bh- s v ) rrK ^ i W f n ^ 0U ca ^ an d as far as possi- 
curt Am l \ 0 , 7 ^ y ° U ask for ’ He lets ns keep the 

cells'someihS* 27 g ^ day ’ thus airil ^ ° ur 

two or lhZ> 2 Upreme g lf t, he actually allows 
a bath. ,J ' J lme to have enough water to take 

H ° W cllli ' lish ^ seems to write about it but how 
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un forgo,table it was, the sensation of that first bath. 

low wonderful to really and truly have plenty of 
w.i < i ,m<l a big piece of soap after having been oblig¬ 
ed to do without them for more than fifteen months. 
< <ai los 1 a'on, who is sometimes as delicate in his atten- 
l,onH as « woman, has offered us the loan of his Gil- 
b'Ho, thus procuring us that supreme luxury for a 
prisoner - a shave. I scrape off my beard, I change 
my linen. The orderly sweeps out the cell. What does 
i! mat t er il the floor does stay a little damp for a few 
hours. Little do 1 care as sitting on the plank, well 
washed, well shaved, I puff a cigarette and rejoice in 
my feeling of once more having regained my self- 
respect. In order to make things even more perfect, 
although il was against the rules to pass one another 
a book, the warden looks the other way while Roman 
Relgado-Chalbaud sends me concealed (?) in a tinned 
moat can from his cell the first volume of the com¬ 
plete works of Diderot. I turn the pages with feverish 
delight, the way one would unbutton the dress of 
one’s beloved. The letters on the pages dance before 
my eyes like the elves in Shakespeare’s « Midsummer 
Night’s dream. » How dearly I love books. For the 
last year 1 have not been allowed to look at one. From 
now on I am in touch with a regular supply and I 
owe all this to Macedonio. I make a kind of mirror 
out of the top of a tin box which I adjust so that the 
light cannot be seen from outside after nine o’clock 
and I read every night till I fall asleep. 

Iturbe also has books to lend me and we can once 
more indulge in the intellectual delights of exchan¬ 
ging our ideas about them. Sometimes the discussion 
spreads. Luiani is preparing a historical essay which 
he promises to read us some afternoon. But he will 
not do so till after Holy Week during which Father 
Mendoza intends to preach a series of sermons. 
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Tt was Carlos Leon who suggested the idea of eivi 
lectures by delivering a course on sociology and „ r 
tical economy two afternons a week. After Porras h 
made his round Leon settles himself in the middle 
the court-yard with his books and notes surrounded 
by the other prisoners confined downstairs We 
the upper tier, listen silently behind our curtains 
Later each one prepares a composition on a given 
subject and reads it aloud. Some of these essays are 
most interesting. Discussions arise. These talks and 
exchange of views enable us to regain a foot-hold in 
the intellectual world from- which we had been cut off 
by our tyrants.’ For all this We are endebted to an un¬ 
educated man who is merely kind, good-hearted, who 
devotes all his intelligence, all his natural gifts for 
dissimulation, to the task of doing good, of making 
Medina believe that we are as wretched and as ill 
treated as we were in the days of Nereo. All the time 
i. nows per cctly well that some of us have loosened 

wr:rv n r griiios ’ take them ° ff at ^ht ® nd 

the cir "| U f WI • 0ld *' kcm * n our cells in order to help 
inn clir 'r d 10n ''' <lur legs. Indeed we actually go visit- 

curtain P to g a S iTothe y r. and SilenUy 38 shadows from one 


other t f' ,"', S ’ C ° re ke was a ^ e to enjoy all this, an- 
died cover JF | C °^ ra CS P asse< ^ aw ay. Torres Abandero 
plank III i' W ' , S0 » es and unable to move from his 
St as l w.iiir t0 f f e ,'. the ead coming on one day 
and convulsions^ Torn s P asms of pain 

though defvirm f. i % ke ? t mutterin g resolutely, as 
dead yet » * g aLe to do lts ' vors t, « But I am not 

to the floor th : S n SPa \ m8 ^ ban dero fell from the plank 
The gri/ln, ."i* ln ? us chains down on top of him. 

9 ,0S madfc a kj cd noise. He moaned a few times 



GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 213 

and kept on muttering the same phrase « I am not 
dead yet» as though it were a magic spell. The warden 
came, accompanied by the orderlies. They lifted him 
up and put him back on the plank, bandaged his 
forehead which he had injured in his fall and watched 
by his side as he breathed his last, moaning and shriek¬ 
ing in his death agonies always that same grotesque¬ 
ly tragic phrase « I am not dead yet ». Those were 
his last words when he past away between half past 
eleven and midnight. 

Our fellow prisoners wished me to pronounce a 
short funeral oration the following day at the time 
when we usually held our classes, which were put off 
as a sign of mourning. I have never written a page 
which was so instinct with sincere grief. Alas poor 
poet who celebrated the grace of those « butterflies » 
which he saw flitting about the gardens of Caracas, in 
the days when Caracas was still a garden spot on 
earth, inhabited by brilliant men and beautiful wo¬ 
men interested in intellectual matters, and not an 
armed camp thronged with mercenaries, adventurers 
and camp-followers. 

What crime had Abandero committed that he 
should be so fouly murdered ? For is it anything else 
than murder to leave a man for over a year with his 
body covered with sores, without medical attention, 
without the proper food, without even enough air to 
breath as he lies there in a prison cell ? Once more 
Gomez proved himself nothing but a criminal and a 
murderer when he did away with this kind, intelli¬ 
gent, inoffensive, hard working man who left behind 
him a widow and children reduced to poverty. 

The crime of Abandero was as follows. He was the 
intimate friend of Pedro Manuel Ruiz and myself. 
This made Gomez suppose that he knew what we 
were planning. All some police spy had to do there- 
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fv-.v « *> Jo art on !his idea and it was eno h 
' ” J"*v h'tO'.Hi arrested, put in irons and " Ve 

1 •';•'■*: v so, ° of Leopoldo Torres Aba^' 
\v-s U> A,' aeon a gentle, kindly man at a „ • 

" ' ; ;' ,0 ’ uv »’•'•>< rapine formed the normal aln!° d 

\\'v's'C ot our country, tmos- 


* 

* ¥ 


One afternoon Mneedonio Guerrero came tn 

:: v ■' ' s ' !U ' *" la ,m> how. for insignificant reason? 
three mem family, EustoquioEv^ 

- ';« d h »« kidnapped from an estate 

<•••« " here ho was working : how he had w! 
torture,! and hung head downwards for hours at a 
; !::v " ( h°> had afterwards sent him to the prison 

criminals. 1 do not know who recom- 
,v Godina. The latter trusted our new 
Kooam beoa nso ho considered him a brave, uncompro- 

ivlVtvJ"s'-'''/'"'f ®f'l'' lni, od Guerrero warden in the 
,V ,c fto y rrnor is under the impression 

t0 me . quite lankly. He tells me 
v . lt >M V; / am writing a book and that lean 

soo v oumV'° matt(T . wllat danger it involves, to 

1 !t ' l! ih'n'ta on thoo 3 . and d6liVer * t0 any ° ne 

hrsUtapt'e^ overthe 

Mrdr >{04,' 1 ' tlu>t (i d friends. 

n h ° r d8y - and the 

' 'dor , xss ivoontIv -i r ~ lhat when Gomez the 

t>«> i«.s ^spootsTho < T x Medina 'r ent to see 
■ 1 ho t'Knv ‘ u * General * said. 

"«<* to. thrx 0 n lr‘ m C °r IUe * nd attaok me if they 
'hor i ' ; - ’! ul s,;> rt something any time 

‘ atu ready for them. » 








GOMBZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 


215 


I, <( Tel1 the b °y s in there (we are the 

/, '/•' i mi mus ^ n °t count too much on the idea 

, 1,1 ' Wl ever let them get out alive, no matter what 
happens. » 


merrero has reached an agreement with us that he 
wi s art a mutiny if there is ever any sign of carrying 
ou / I his threat. He has friends in the other part of 
ie prison and even some of the officers on guard duty 
arc in relation with some of the prisoners. Speaking 

of the future the warden remarks in his slow, deter¬ 
mined way. 

« In any case I am, and I will be, on your side. We 
will die fighting. I won’t let you be slaughtered like a 
flock of sheep. » 

J hanks to the warden or to the orderlies on both 
t iers there is not a single prisoner who cannot slip off 
his grilles when he wants to. Some of us have already 
begun to manufacture weapons out of pan handles. 
But these may not be necessary, sixty resolute 
men swinging the bars of the grillos could drive their 
way through any opposing forces. 


On the morning of July 3, we heard from the court¬ 
yard, that General Pablo Giuseppi Monagas had just 
expired. He had managed to stand his first confine¬ 
ment very well. The second time he was brought here 
his interview with Iturbe and the latter’s harsh 
remarks had wounded him. A man of honor who ex¬ 
pected loyalty in others, he was deeply affected by 
what had taken place and the incident had probably 
hastened his end. He had counted on Marquez Bus- 
tillos. Although living conditions on the lower tiers 
are not as harsh as they are here this man, who was 
already in delicate health, could bear not them 
more than a year and a half. 







VIC. 


<iOMK/., TIIK HMAMIC OP AMHIUCa 


¥ * 


Lieutenant Julio (1 I Iernandez who is reported 
bo a spy, but Hus I refuse to believe, 1ms just h », 
taken Iroin cell n" 27, where Mejias and Roberto 
(.ionKales caught consumption and placed in nnoth ° 
cell on my left t cither 11 ° 32 or 33. Macedonia hal 
managed to find belter quarters for those who f ()r , 
merly had to share their cell with another prisoner' 
Now Itochu has one to himself, and so has Piazza* 
Hut. the change came loo late for poor lieutenant 
Hernandez. That- terrible consumption of the throat 
which killed Gonzales had gripped him in its savage 
daws, lie grows sleadily weaker. On the other hand 
tin; last few days he seemed a little better and I caught 
a glimpse of him sitting on a lit tle wooden box outside 
his cell door. He was paler than ever, more and more 
silent and kept looking at the court-yard, at the 
sunshine in I he loimlain, at the pigeons flitting about, 
with a most melancholy air. 



July 5, 1920. 

I he cannon sounded at six Ibis morning and again 
«d noon. Rut at three o’clock while I was doing my 
'. ( ‘ nir J an ksst)M ou a bit of slate I heard a horrible, 

, 00(1 (>ur(l,, ug shriek, the cry of an animal that is 
bemg^ slaughtered. Putting our heads through the 
!, ain8 Wr Hernandez, rolling on the ground 
(vlls and 33, elueching at the bricks in the 
m' ,l( .. r aK ,hl) »»gh he wanted to tear them up with 
i, ‘ " al . 1Ie had y«ased to be a human being and 
its » n .V‘ Im ' r . e aidnud w 'th its eyes starting out of 
its inw* ’• ^ as IJ ln K aild ehokit g as it stretches wide 
111 a t* antic effort to snatch a swallow of air 
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into its lungs, while in a voice that began on a grating 
note and ended in a horrible, hoarse whisper he kept 
repeating, « I am dying, I am dying, I am dying. » 

His hands opened and shut madly as though he 
were trying desperately to grasp and retain that life 
which he felt slipping from him. The face of the dying 
man will, I am sure, haunt me forever and I will 
always see before me his contorted features and hear 
his sobs and moans. « I am dying, I am dying. » As 
though turned to stone we stood transfixed, unable 
to remove our gaze from this heartrending spectacle 
which lasted some four or five minutes, minutes which 
seemed like hours of intense anguish. 

« I am dy... » 

The last syllable sticks in his throat, anot her spasm 
as his neck twists about. He opens his arms and falls 
face forward on the ground while his fingers, lean and 
yellow, gradually relax and lie there like claws cut 
from a dead bird. 


* 


* 


Manuel Olivares, the orderly who for some time has 
not been able to leave his cell and spent his days lying 
on the plank where Domingue Acosta perished, breat li¬ 
ed his last this morning. He was among the priso¬ 
ners from Guyana. Poor chap he was born in poverty 
and became one of the expiatory victims of that 
slaughter which began in the forests of the Orinocco 
and had its epilogue within these stone walls. 

His companions Narciso, Carias, Mogollon, colonel 
Reyes Moncayo, colonel Americo Spinetti grow daily 
thinner and more silent as they gaze at the body of 
their comrade and asks themselves the tragic ques¬ 
tion, « When will it be my turn ? » 

Yet things are much better than they were. The 
new warden does everything that is in his power to 
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ease our lot and avert these tragedies but th^v 
the result of « work already begun » as Nereo would 
say. I cannot tell how any of us have managed to 
survive up till now. About the middle of last y ea ^ 
Roman Delgado was taken ill with a kind of diptheria 
and could not obtain any remedy for it. Porras Bello 
with his fingers, was obliged to tear the false mem¬ 
branes out of his throat as though they were hanker- 
chiefs in order to prevent his choking to death. Carlos 
Leon was taken ill with typhoid and only recovered 
on account of his strong constitution. All that Porras 
was able to get for him in the way of treatment was 
permission to be put in another cell. 

We have all of us at times suffered from alarming 
illnesses. I began, like everybody else, by the usual 
attack of dysentery. How I managed to come through 
I cannot tell. The days of Nereo was a period of uns¬ 
peakable horror. 


Macedonio having « compromised » himself several 
times has been removal from his post but given the 
general supervision of the two prisons, ours and that 
of the common law prisoners. We have as our direct 
head a man named Meza who is said to be the illegi¬ 
timate son of General Eduardo Sanchez now confined 
in cell n° 47. 

The new man is a mulatto from Marcaibo with 
slanting eyes and a wily, servile and deceitful nature. 
But Macedonio remains the head warden and fre¬ 
quently comes to see how we are getting on and listen 
to our complaints. Meza is satisfied to let things go on 
as they did under Macedonio but we are aware that 
he only acts this way because he feels that this is the 
conduct that will prove the most profitable. 

One of the things Macdeonio Guerrero did before 
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Meza was made warden here was to admit into the 
court-yard the little orphan boys and homeless lads 
whom the police of Caracas round up every so often 
and send to prison as though it were a reformatory, 
and in order that they may serve to amuse the com¬ 
mon law prisoners who teach them all manner of 
degenerate practices. 

Macedonio persuaded Medina to have these boys 
placed with the political prisoners to take the place 
of the orderlies who have died and at the same time 
to save them from the contaminatig influences of the 
other inclosure. 

The first one who came to us was Felix Manzo a 
little twelve year old fellow, born in Caracas and now 
an orphan. He was a perfect type of little street arab. 
Manzo was warmly received. The prisoners took up a 
collection to get him some clothes. Miguel Delgado is 
teaching him to read and in the evening he sings to 
us in his fresh, boyish tenor, beating time on an empty 
tin box. 

Some time afterwards another recruit joined our 
asylum, a little brown boy called Jesu Maria Toro, 
the son of a shoemaker. He was a light-fingered young 
rascal and quick as a flash in his gestures. Although 
only eight he was more wide awake than twelve year 
old Encarnacion Rodriguez who followed him. Pale 
and sad with eyes like those of some domestic animal 
that has strayed into a strange neighborhood, this 
child’s heart is evidently yearning for some of that 
maternal affection which fate has denied him. His 
features have that melancholy expression of children 
who have never known what it is to have a mother. 
Since he has become friendly with me he every now 
and then darts into my cell and throw his arms round 
my neck making believe that he is merely playing a 
game. The last arrival was Pedro Arna, thirteen years 
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of age. Pedro is reserved in manner, rather sly, obstj, 
naif* hut on the whole a good little chap. Encarnacion 
has a sub-normal aneimic intelligence. As I cannot 
make him do his lessons I try and find games for him 
to play which will teach him to think and count. 

Jesus Maria Toro, the little black demon, has been 
adopted by General Delgado-Chalbaud whom he 
speaks of as « Papa ». The lonely general lavishes on 
this child the affection he could not bestow on his 
little ones during the years and years he has been 
separated from them. He has bought a complets new 
outfit for his prot^g6 and spends days teaching him 
to read and how to behave. But the scamp steals his 
benefactor’s cheese and anything else he can lay his 
hands on. The general takes him to Father Mendoza 
who talks about Saint Augustin and the good Sama¬ 
ritan. The picanniny expresses his remorse for past 
misdeeds but the next minute he is up to mischief 
again. 

Neither Saint Augustin, nor the reproaches of 
Delgado-Chalbaud, nor the whippings of Don Avelino 
Gzcategui can change his nature. Iturne and I laugh 
till we cry when General Delgado wrings his hands in 
despair and exclaims,«1 don’t knowwhat in the world 
to do with this little black rascal. He is driving me 
mad, drinking up my water supply, gobbling up my 
' heesc and keeping me awake worrying about him.» 

iturbe tells Encarnacion and the other children, 
•> »hey Bit in a ring outside his cell wonderful stories 
,l. r ?. Hiern himself as much as do his listeners. 

»«••> is m way that those terrible enemies of society, 
♦recording to General Gomez, spend their time. 
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CHAPTER XXXI 


The Students. — Bolivar Hill and the Latin-American Com¬ 
mittees. — Ihe Murder of Americo Spinetti. 


Oclober-December 1920 

One evening I recited the verses of Leoncio 
Martinez. The latter is the most swert natured poet of 
the younger generation. I have always admired both 
his kindly attitude towards most-people, and the 
cruelly ironic and yet suave severity with which he 
snubs the cynics and those who are too full of their 
own importance. He has written a poignant, bitter 
song about the inevitability of exile which fills the 
hearts of us poor prisoners with sadness. 

I keep on writing away in my cell without know¬ 
ing whether these memoirs will see the light of day, 
before my eyes shall have closed for the last time. My 
anguish and pity are so great that they abolish all 
thought of anger or revolt. May God have pity on 
us all, the good, the bad, the irresponsible. At the 
very hour while we, in these iniquitous cells, are 
suffering for their sake our fellow countrymen are 
taking up arms to combat us, are writing against us 
make fun of us, hate us and tear us apart simply 
because we appearto be men who prevent their obtain¬ 
ing more food, or stand in the way of their pro¬ 
motion, or disturb their peace of mind. Blinded by 
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what they had devoured, they proved themselves 
cowards or else accomplices of the crime that was 
being committed. At the very instant when they 
should have been coming to our rescue, they stifled 
the voice of their conscience, wrapping themselves up 
in a vague utopian dream which served as convenient 
disguise for the fear they felt gnawing at their vitals. 
As private individuals they would not have allowed 
and insulting remark to be passed without having 
resented it, punctilious where their family honor was 
involved they shut themselves up within the four 
walls of their private interests and became mere 
passive spectators of the most hainous crimes. Their 
only comment was, « It is none of my business.» 
They had posed as our brethren, as men who shar¬ 
ed our hopes and ideals, they proved themselves 
time-serving courtiers ready to sell their talents or 
their good name to beings whom they at heart des¬ 
pised. They place their intelligence, their strength, 
their intellectual self-respect at the service of the 
crudest barbarians. In all too short a time they will 
receive the wages of their shame and the favorites of 

to-day will become the exiles, the prisoners, the vic¬ 
tims of to-morrow. 

Among our number at the present time we have 
Iturbe and Delgado-Chalbaud, Simon Bello and 
Avelmo Uzcategui. One day the soul of these men 
awoke, their eyes were opened and they realized 

and hero 3 f i^ 01I< ® 00 a ^ out them. They revolted — 
desDair th i 6y a ‘°’ condcmn «d to bite their nails in 
their hon*/" * 'i la «? S *° d *° w ith their ambitions, 

in stor e P L^ral 1 e<J ' That 13 what the future hold, 
J^ado And ° r Ar °ay a ' *>r Vallenilla or 

will ij e to . . ' hance they escape a dungeon it 

Look ov^ r\ l0 i lg ' hard road of life-long exile, 
over the list of those who at one time enjoy- 
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ed the tyrant’s favor. Having done so you will be 
able to judge once and for all the logic and conti¬ 
nuity and loyalty of this rascally « caudillo ». 

Wipe out the definitions of the word treachery in 
the dictionary and replace them by synonyms of 
everything that is fine and patriotic. 

Betray one man in order to save three million, 

Betray a robber in order to save the lives of thou¬ 
sands of his victims. 

Betray a traitor in order that you may be forgi- 
v ^ n ’ ^ or y° ur contry’s sake, the weakness, inertia 
which allowed fate, circumstances and the atmos- 

phcie of the period to blind you and befog your 

mind and heart. 

Bet-iay Gomez because Gomez is treason incar¬ 
nate. 

★ 

¥ * 

All sorts of rumors reach us and we feed on hope 
and illusions. It is said that an investigating commit¬ 
tee of Yankees has arrived at Caracas for the pur¬ 
pose of looking into « what is going on there any¬ 
way ». Some of the prisoners are sure that their 

friends are acting on their behalf and that they will 
certainly be sent for shortly. Simon is all the time 
expecting to be sent for. 

In the meanwhile we hear Prince Fernando de 
Bourbon has arrived from Spain. A group of ladies, 
the mothers, the wives, the daughters of the political 
prisoners form a committee which calls on the royal 
visitor to present their case. But the Prince declines 
to compromise himself. He had his secretary receive 
the committee. He is entertained, feted there are 
balls and exchange of decorations, but we continue 
to wear our grillos. 

Some time later the French cruiser Jeanne d’Arc 
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called at La Guaira and made a special I rip to \ \ u) 
bay of Turismo in order to have the honor ofree, iy , 
ing on board Gomez, that intimate friend of llm 
German minister von Prolius during the war, and 
offering him a glass of champagne. 

The French colony at Caracas organized a I, II m 
Alliance Frangaise a special meeting in honor of 
Vicentico at which it was voted and recommended 
that he receive the Cross of the Legion of I humor. 
The same distinction was likewise conferred on Car 
vallo and Pedro Garcia. 

Meanwhile Dominguez Acosta has died in prison, 
the pro-French journalists who wrote in El Avion 
and El Fonografo are behind the bars, and all those 
who ever expressed pro-French opinions during the 
war have been reduced to silence in one way or ano¬ 
ther. 

Surely at the French Foreign Office on the Quai 
d’Orsay the man who attends to the affairs of Latin 
America must be either a fool or a rascal. 





CHAPTER XXXII 


Voices in the Wilderness. — « America’s Disgrace » or « Bet 
ween the hoof of the Pachyderm ». Alea jacta es . 


« Attention ! Attention ! » 

We have been waked up at midnight. The court¬ 
yard buzzes with rumors. Everybody is on the alert. 
Warden Meza hurries to the grating. The orderlies 
silently move about from door to door. 

«They are bringing in prisoners, many, many 
prisoners. » 

It is true. In the half darkness I notice numerous 
groups passing through the grating. There must have 
been a riot, an indignation meeting, an insurrection. 

« They are students. All of them are students. » 

« Is that true ? » 


« Yes. Something very serious must have happe¬ 
ned. There are more than eighty of them and more 
keep coming all the time. » 

As soon as it was light we heard the news. 

A group of young men belonging to the different 
Schoo s who wdh great difficulty had been keeping 
alive the traditions and ideals of the former Stu- 
ents Association, had asked permission to hold an 
indignation meeting to protest against the insuffi¬ 
cient service furnished by the Electric Tram Com 
Pany of Caracas. These and other complaints W 
been set forth in respectful and even UmiH A 

on a printed broadside which was distributed through! 
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out the city. This was done with the nermi 0 • 
of the Prefect but when the public, as it would h 1<>n 
done in any civilised country, took the side of n ° 
students and boycotted the tramways, the 1 0 , i 
director of the company, a foreigner, although, born 
in one of those free countries where strikes are alio 
wed, where the liberties of the individual are res 
pected and where a parliamentary form government 
is in force, complained about it to the « good ami 
kind man » of Maracay. 

The blow fell a few minutes later. The « rebels» 
were rounded up in short order. Now they have been 
parked here in the two court-yards of the Rotonde. 

I hey are between fourteen and twenty years of age, 
one of them is lame and has to walk on crutches’ 
others are cripples. Many of the students belong to 
the best families in Caracas and in the provinces. 
They include a number of the sons of Gomez’ inti¬ 
mate friends such as Taglia-Ferro, Numa P. Osuna 

and so on. There are eighty-two boys in all whoareleft 

out of doors, exposed to all sorts of weather, in the 

com .-yard that separates the old and the new 
Rotonde. 

The new arrivals send us a round-robin of greet¬ 
ing and encouragement. The prisoners whose cells 
face the grating —and I am one of these — show 
themselves so that the students may catch a glimpse 
of us as they pass. They go by looking at us with 
( ong glances. Some of the more daring raise their 
handcautmusly and make a hurried salute. 

rpH t > ma a , es advantage of this opportunity to 
cm meat at two and a half bolivars 2 a pound. 

,? re y ? r ° ud t0 see these students in our 
the train way ° U ^ ^ * S on ^ 011 account of a row over 

two or three days indignation at the way i» 
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which the rebels are being treated continues. I admire 
the spirit of self-sacrifice, of generosity and simple 
affection which the Venezueleans hide in the hearts, 


as shamefacedly and obscurely as though it were 
some precious jewel they had stolen. The prisoners 
here, one and all, forget their own troubles and think 
only of those of the newcomers. Yet after all they are 
not so badly off, they wear no grillos , they are allo¬ 
wed to walk about, to eat what they can pay for. 
They adopt the pose of heroic victims, of Girondins, 
writing on the walls epigrams, dates and quotations 
from their favorite anthors side by side with re¬ 
ferences to the bitterness of captivity and the rigors 
of the law. In these inscriptions one finds the ini¬ 
tials of their sweetheart, who I am sur^is at the 
present moment in a state of boundless admiration 


for her lion-hearted hero, an admiration which has 
some of that aggressive gentleness that women feel 
when their companions courageously resist the 
blows of an unkind and unjust fate, 

How proud these girls must be to say ; « My 
fiance is in prison. » 


This Sunday after mass at San Francisco these 
fortunate heroines of a novel that is actually real 
will hold their heads higher, walk with an air of 
conscious superiority and feel their heart beatin* 
faster. Youth is like that. 




. 'rsi h ” bro ” ghi - »»■ "»< 

"SntTS .its "r *•* 

HI'S,* of the GrSlUbS 

. fe'ttt Irem the people ol Venezuela to the con,- 
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patriots of George Washington, as oxpre asion , 
their affection and admiration for the A n of 
Government. On this occasion Warren H 1r r" TICail1 
newly elected President of the United ' h ; 

a speech winch was at the same time a s|.,i! 1 

of his attitude and his program in regard to the n'if 
tions between the great Northern Republic and 1 
Southern sisters. 1 ner 

Naturally the Venezuelan Minister of pnr«{ 
Affairs Dr E. Gil Borges was present at this sob™ 
ceremony, having been sent there on a special mi, 
Sion IJe was accompanied by the Venezuelan 
Minister Donnnci who had been recognized bv the 
American Chancellerie. The day which marked the 
glorification of the memory of the champion of our 
independence, on the soil of an independent country 
where the; flag that had floated triumphantly at 
Bunker Dili and Saratoga waved beside that which 
floated from the rocks of the Caribean to Desa- 
guauero , in a glorious gesture of freedom won in the 
bice of desperate odds, was indeed a memorable one. 
No wonder therefore that at such a time the spon¬ 
sion n;spon<c< w,t l an emotion worthy of the occa- 

themselves to bo hypnotized by the 

RcsTm V hl A Set ? pceches > the bands, the Commit- 
tees of Latin America turned their thoughts to Vene- 

zuela and recalled the mournful plight of that 

eld :'| Pr Y rr 1 ' l rem ember what she, the 

eldest daughter of Liberty i„ the Southern conti- 

Thev roYn* i" ln ® ' Wi| y °f suffering and misery, 
the i h V ' s '■•rammed with political prisoners 

foreign r, nd . 8 K° f h ° r Citiz( ' 113 b, exile, persecuted on 
- fc. soil, the crimes that have been committed 

(!) A phriuo moaning from Venezuela to Peru. 
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there against the liberty of the mdivd , rumors 
elementary justice. They remember too the rum 
they have heard regarding what goes on in “ er f 
sons, how men are tortured there, m a way • e y 
thought of which makes the blood run cold, m order 
that the unfortunate victims may confess deeds tne> 
never committed or denounce their bro ■ ^rs an 
friends. Although they are ignorant of the greater 
part of these crimes, or know them only m a compa- 
ratuvely innocuous form, the members of t e&e 
committees, not acting from any political motives 
or seeking any ulterior object, but merely prompted 
by a spirit of compassion, drew up a resolution addres¬ 
sed to Juan Vicente Gomez, duly elected b^ the 
national Congress President in name and dictator 
for thirteen yeard in fact, calling on him to free those 
political prisoners, the unhappy children of that 
great hero, that champion of Freedom of whom 
Minister Gil Borges said in his speech that « his only 
weakness was his thirst for glory». The following wire¬ 
less signed by the representatives of all the Repu¬ 
blics was despatched to Gomez. « To the President 
of the Republic of Venezuela, Maracay, Venezuela. 
The undersigned Presidents of the Committees of 
Latin-America, gathered together at this solemn 
moment, in the presence of President Harding, 
Secretary Hughes, Minister D r Gil Borges, D r Domi- 
nici, Governor Miller, Mayor Hylan, the Diplomatic 
Corps of all the countries of South America and more 
than five hundred other prominent persons of all 
nationalities at the statue of the Liberator Simon 
Bolivar offered by Venezuela to the city of New-York 
express the following wish. That this memorable 
°ccasion be fittingly celebrated by the release of the 
political prisoners now in captivity in the land of 
tlie great^Liberator, and we request that you take 
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the necessary steps to fulfill our desire. gjg no . 

« Argentine, Rodolofo Garcia Arias ; Brazil, J u }j f : 
Costa Pereira, captain Sylvino Freire ; Bolivia 
Martinez Vargas, Jorge de la Reza ; Chili , Seven 
Salcedo, Erelesto Guzman, Charles Henry L ep "! 
Colombia , M. Guitterez, G.-A. Diaz Guerra ; Coslq 
Rica , V. Fonseca, V.-E. Artavia ; Cwfoz, A.-P. g ?jr . 
ranco ; Ecuador , Carlos F. Hernandez, J. Cueva Gar¬ 
cia, Ernesto Stagg; Guatemala, C. Irigoyen, M. Soto 
Hall, V. Rodriguez Beteta ; Honduras , M. A. Herra- 
dora ; Mexico , Esqivel Obregon ; Nicaragua , D r J. 
Medina, Anabel Zelaya, Alceo Haezera ; Pme E. 
Cenarro ; Panama, Manuel de Obaldia ; Paraguay , 
D r Cayetano Maxsi. Salvador, V.-C. Escalande, Ruben 
Rivera ; Dominican Republic, Octavio Elias Moscoso, 
Manuel Ayala, F.-Ii. Rivero, R.-E. Lopez. » 

Gomez, who at that time was at San Juan de les 
Morros taking baths for his liver complaints, has 
not answered as yet. 

It is saia that the speech of Gil Borges in which 
he did not mention the name of Gomez, probably 
out of a last remnant of self-respect andesteem for 
the country where he was, for the persons who were 
listening to him and for the memory of the Liberator 
will result in his political downfall. These are the 
drawbacks to the career of supporter of an Adminis¬ 
tration such as ours. 






* * 


Ainenco Spinetti is dying after a long martyrdom 
. ha ® lastt 'l seven years. He managed to 
r^ VU v dreadful days under Duarte Cacique, 
tmnT ° *i 1H ^ ereo * His case is hopeless. Consump- 
ar fli la f ( ° 1H work. He cannot walk even it his 
3 dI * ta hcn off. His hardly audible voice may 
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sometimes be heard echoing feebly from the depths 
of his cell. The feebleness of the voice and the vigor 
of the ideas it expresses form a striking and pitiful 
contrast. But now his mind is going. 

For some time past Spinetti has had an obsession 
for medicinal drugs. He would ask me if I knew any 
of the remedies used by the natives and I used to 
make up some fantastic prescriptions simply to 
amuse myself. I was surprised and alarmed when the 
orderly told me that Spinetti has not only copied 
them down in his book but had even tried several 
of them. 

For the last week Spinetti has been living in the 
cell where Dominguez Acosta passed away. Last 
night Porras Bello «telegraphed » me « He will not 
survive another twenty-four hours. » 

Amerioc Spinetti was imprisoned at Ciudad 
Bolivar along with Juan Cabrera the first Governor 
of the prison, Rafael Recao 2 ? Juan Manuel Sucre 2 
and a number of perfectly innocent people These 
arrests were carried out by General Gimon Perez 
about March 20 1914. The men whose names I have 
mentioned were later released. 

Spinetti and his fellow prisoners were taken to 
Caracas in the hold of a war-ship. They were in 
irons at the time and Reyes Moncayo 2 had been 
wounded. 


Fiom La Guaira they were marched on foot t 
Caracas, the wounded man being tied to the bac 
ri ? t on , k 1 e y- AH of these poor wretches were pill< 
anri n Lh<3 public to look at on the Place Bolm 
Mme M Ward ? taken t0 La Rotonde. 
in Junp tqVo Hernan Hez Spinetti went to Maraca 
She mam i asb: 9 0mez release her husbam 
rai and im\ 10 an interview with the Gen 

lp 01 ec ^ 011 her kness to free A meric 
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She pled with him in the name of his mother 
children. Gomez listened to her, standing 
legs appart and his hands slipped into the to* ^ 
his great boots. His only reply was that he ,° f 

have to ask the opinion of Simon who had sent th 
to prison. Years went by. lem 

One of Americo’s brothers heard that the n • 
soner was very ill and wrote the Governor of th' 
Federal District asking that the sick man be sent 
to a hospital for treatment. His letter was nevm. 
acknowledged. 

The callousness of these people is something both 
amazing and abominable. As an example I might 
quote an incident that took place at the death bed 
of Gomez’ mother. This old peasant woman was very 
religious and feeling that she was about to die she 
sent for Juan Vicente to ask him to free the two 
priests, Mendoza and Monteverde. It was perhaps 
the priest who had given her the last rites of the 
Church who had suggested the idea, but, at any rate, 
the ola woman was afraid to die as long as her son 
kept the priests in prison. 

« My son », she said, « this is the last request I will 
ever make to you. Release the priests. » 

Gomez, his eyes filled with tears, kissed her hands 
and answered, 

« Yes, my little mother, yes I will release them 
at once. You may be sure I will do this for you. » 
The old woman died, And when one of his sisters 
reminded Gomez of his promise, he answered fran¬ 
kly, 

« Why no, I can’t let them out, but at any rate 
0 her died thinking I was going to and that was a 
comfort for her. » What do you think of that ? 

His mother’s body was taken from Macuto to 
aracas. As the vehicule on which the coffin had 
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been placed made a terrible dust Gomez, who was 
right behind, ordered his chauffeur to go in front. 
The hearse followed and the rest trailed along in 
the back. 

This last detail seems to me doubtful. But perhaps 
it was not really on account of the dust. I have men¬ 
tioned that there is a superstition in this country 
that it brings bad luck to walk back of a corpse. 
Nereo for instance avoided doing so on all occasions. 


April 7, 1921. 

This morning Colonel Americo Spinetti died at 
half past five. Thirteen years ago he had been Gomez’ 
brother-in arms and with him took part in the attack 
of the Maison Jaune x . 

Spinetti was more ill-treated than any other pri¬ 
soner. This was due partly to his character, but also 
for some reason or another the wardens were parti¬ 
cularly hard on him. He received neither money nor 
clothes from outside, although certainly his relatives 
sent him supplies. He died literaly from exposure 
and misery. I have just been asked if I could fur¬ 
nish some garment to dress him in. His body will 
be turned over to his family at the Hospital Varga 
and they will be told he died there. That is what is 
always done. 

The corpse has passed through the grating. A lit¬ 
tle creoline has been scattered on the soil. For the 
two or three hours the prison has been very still, 
with a stillness in which one seems to hear the whis¬ 
pered prayers being said for the dead man’s soul 
an d muttered curses against the tyrant. A stillness 


(l) the governmental residence at Caracas, 
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that is like the stillness of a court-room or the still¬ 
ness of God. 

For two days afterwards the place smelt so that 
they were obliged to burn eucaliptus leaves. Several 
times more creoline was poured on the floor of the 
cell where Americo had expired. But still the stink 
of corruption hovered in the air, poluting our nos¬ 
trils. 







CHAPTER XXXIII 


A poem Of renunciation. — The inevitable traitor makes his 
appearance. — Official visits. 


A pril-D ecem ber 1921. 

The Committees representing Latin America 
refuse to be discouraged. They have just sent ano¬ 
ther letter to Caracas, a copy of which has reached 
us. This is what it says : 

The moral unity of America is at stake. The Com¬ 
mittees representing Latin America and assembled 
m New-York repeat their request that the political 
prisoners of Venezuela be released at once. Their 
President, D r Herradera,on August 31,1921 issued a 
statement refuting the claims made by D r V. Mar¬ 
quez Bustillos, President pro tern of Venezuela. The 
statement of D r Herradera is as follows :M. President 
eg to acknowledge your letter of July 5‘ 1921 which 
Replied to the one I sent you on behalf of the Com¬ 
mittees of Latin America. In my message I reiterated 
e wireless sent you by this body on April 19 and 
^ ucn was addressed to the President of Venezuela, 
Ur *"if Cr na ^ on > which has up till now been so ad- 
irably represented in our midst by D r Esteban Gil 
^ oiges and D r Dominici. This message was sent you 
C* the celebration held in honor of the Liberator, 
n Bolivar, the importance of which was increa- 
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sed by the presence of his Excellency Warren Har¬ 
ding, President of the United States who on that 
occasion made an eloquent speech, full of respect for 
our liberties and of promises for the future. The 
praised the great son of Venezuela in such apt words 
that they revealed both the gifts of M. Harding per¬ 
sonally as a state sman and generous nature of the 
great republic so rich in lessons of altruism and disin¬ 
terestedness. The Committees can only regret the 
confusion which, so you inform us M. President, 
arose in jour mind and in that of General Gomez as 
to the person to whom this wireless was addressed, 
whether it was to the President who had been elec¬ 
ted, but had not yett aken office or, to you who were 
provisionally head of the Administration. This doubt 
to be sure is quite natural since Venezuela is the only 
nation having two presidents as you, D r Marquez 
Bustillos, pointed out in your addresses and messages 
to Congress in which you announced that the acts 
of the Venezuelean government were solely inspired 
by Juan Vincete Gomez and his enlightened policies, 
which were excercised as those of the supreme head 
of I he state through you, for the benefit of the coun- 
try as a whole. Not having received any reply to 
our radio we felt it necessary to confirm it in order 
!,?. , avo *d possibility of any misunderstanding. 

1 hls was d °ne, the second missive being addressed 
? ^ou personally with the indication of your off* - 
ua position. Jo this you replied refusing to free the 
pohticial prisoners and attempting, M. President, to 
jus ily their indefinite captivity in unhealthy dun¬ 
geons on the grounds of public safety. Moreover you 
f, so accu sed the Committees of having drawn up 
u.ii petition under the influence of politicial oppo* 
s of y° ur administration, as though common 
umamty were not sufficient to inspire our action. 
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.y'EsS 'T, 

T as not prompted as much 

who criticise the ^ by the su §8 estions of those 
!f,j * ™ e Present regime in this country#. 

W y I you attempt to deny the spontaneity of our 
emotion which burst forth at the moment when the 
immortal Simon Bolivar was being eulogised. 

n le same grounds that prompt you to doubt the 
disinterestedness of our action we, the members of 
ihcse Committees, could far more justly charge the 
Government of Venezuela with not having erected 
and inaugurated the statue of the Liberator out of 
patriotic devotion to his memory, but as a part of 
the stategy of a political manoeuvre and in the hope 
of obtaining from the Government in Washington 
certain favors, while seeking at the same tme to 
cover, by the sounds of national anthems, the dismal 
clanking of chains, the moans of captives and mourn¬ 
ful tolling of bells ringing the farewell of those who 
are being condemned to a living death by their fel¬ 
low countrymen merely because they have different 
political ideas. 


What is there new or surprising in what we have 
done or sought to do ? Does not history contain the 
records of many similar actions. And is it not on 
8l, ch occasions as the one we took advantage of that 
governments are in the habit of decreeing far-reach- 
lri g amnesties, thanks to which they are later able 
lo affect the reconciliation of opposing parties ? 

nless we misread the records of history, M. Presi- 
jent, have not Presidents of Venezuela up to now 
fluently been in the habit of signing such decree.", 
not the President of Honduras in reply to the 
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suggestion made by our Committees sitrnod •, 
recently such a law ? 

We must add that we have read in t he newsp< (nnr 
of this country long and detailled art icles which u' 
never been denied by the press or Consuls of Vo J' 
zuela — who. had they been able to do so, would 
naturalh, for the sake of national honor seek to 
refute any charges which expose their country to 
the reprobation of public opinion everywhere. These 
articles accused in the most direct and serious man¬ 
ner the present administration of excercising its 
authority in a most tyrannic fashion and being espe¬ 
cially cruel towards political prisoners. They even 
stated that the latter were left in their dungeons 
up to the very last moment and only transferred to 
the hospital when they were at death’s door, this 
having occured recently, for instance, in the case of 
M. Americo Spinetti who had been denied medical 
attendance, in spite of the demands of his family, 
after he had suffered long years of confinement with¬ 
out any form of legal trial. 

We have talked. M. President, with entirely impar¬ 
tial persons, foreigners as well as Venezueleans, 
among them many friends of your government, and 
they have either openly confirmed or hinted at the 
truth of what we have just said regarding the method 
employed by your administration. Moreover we 
have in our possession the actual photographs publis¬ 
hed in the New-York Times together with detailed 
correspondence of political prisoners confirming the 
inquisitorial methods of the Venezuelean govern¬ 
ment which are in direct opposition to civilized laws 
? . customs and are an insult to the nation which 

its culture and historic past is entitled to the enfor- 
cement, the respect and the maintenance of its tra- 

0ns for fr ee government on the part of the cons- 
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i itutional bodies. Will f p r , 

us of undue frankness in Mif 81 CD pro ^ em accus e 

our statements ? We w ;n c f In ^. ^ ru ^ b to ratify 

seek only to further the end 1 i* , proofs tb at 
Justice. 6 Cnds of abstra ct Right and 

“■ r“ e » «> “* 

< h f , w i .rpl h r»sri h :;ct“ 

not wishing to doubt this ctot™, * wunout and, 
that we were offering the GovZ^t HpS 
opportumty to inaugurate a period of general econ 
cihation and to do away, once and for all.' withTnv 
menace of armed revolt. It was with this idea in 
mind that we drew up and despatched our wireless 
askmg for the release of the political prisoners. 
Surely no occasion could be more appropriate for 
such a step to be taken than the celebrations beins 
held in honor of the great Liberator. 

If, on the other hand, we are to accept the facts 
given in youi letter we are faced with a serious 
dilemna. Should or should not the committees believe 
the statements made by the national press, the 
friends of the administration, of you, yourself, in 
your capacity as President, regarding the complete, 
stable and beneficient peace that reigns in Venezuela? 
You will certainly say that we must accept state¬ 
ments coming from such highly qualified sources. 
Such a peace, if it is really a firmly established one, 
not the peace one finds in a graveyard but such as 
exists in a properly organised state, is indicated not 
0nI y in material prosperity but also by the firmly 
established constitutional liberties of the citizens of 
j bat nation, by the safety of their property, by the 
ierly of the Press, by the exercise of universal 
ra nchise, the prerogatives of which when exercised 
1 bout, constraint constitute the firmest bulwark 













240 


GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 







f 












for any constitutional government. How does t 
happen therefore, M. President, that you find v 0ll J 
self obliged to continue to employ those repressive 
measures and to refuse the Committee the releas*^ 
of a number of your compatriots, the grounds for 
whose detention would not satisfy a savage poten¬ 
tate in darkest Africa. 

If, on the contrary, the situation in Venezuela is 
not and has not been normal, as M. President now 
leads us to believe, although this is contradictory 
to his previous statements when he declares that 
« we (who are we ?) will never depart from that line 
of conduct which we have followed up till now, until 
the policy of watchful, which we have employed in 
i epressing anarchistic tendencies and in punishing 
brutal acts of armed rebellion, will no longer be an 
absolute necessity in order to insure the well being 
° the state. » Such being the case we confess that, 
a , ioug 1 surprised by the statements published by 
your newspapers and those which you have made 
yourse we consider that our action was, nevertheless, 

} n I n 11 P UreIy h “itarian grounds. 

i a UIa y was m °st praiseworthy of you to thus 

state » S R U ^ 10 * nsure the well being of the 

in<* conrlii Wtr " 1 ^ 0r °ur incompetence in estimat- 

shLldt t 10nS "\ VeneZUel a at their just value, we 
tendencies* v liPte< J to point °»t that those anarchistic 
readily in < I | ^°i WOu ^ disappear all the more 

of its Const ii V WlH l 1 strictly observed the clauses 

th. liberties »l 

laws which for.. 11 \ S Cltl zens, and enforces those 

all nations •nH .! e ^ ase the political education 

Republic cann o / ree dom wit hout which a true 

genuine Demom an d deprived of which a 

such considerate^ 1& ° n ^ an em pty dream. But 
derations are outside the scope of the 
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interests we seek to serve and which are those involv¬ 
ed in the freeing of the political prisoners in accor¬ 
dance with the just claims of free men everywhere, 
enlightened public opinion and the state of culture 
enjoyed by your brother nations. Let us therefore 
limit ourselves solely to the discussion of this one 
point. 

We refuse to believe that it is by any deliberate 
spirit of cruelty or unfairness, but merely through 
oversight, that these unhappy men have been con¬ 
fined in unhealthy cells for indefinite periods of 
time. And we propose, M. President, in order to 
refute the indictment brought against you before 
the bar of international public opinion, charging you 
with cruelty in the manner in which the prisoners 
are treated, means of vindicating the good-faith of 
your own government and of revealing the true state 
of affairs to those multitudes everywhere who have 
become interested in the matter. This is the course 
we suggest. That you allow the Committees to send 
to Venezuela a Mixed Commission made up of two 
representatives from the United States, two represen¬ 
tatives of South America and two representatives of 
Central America who will examine the conditions 
of the prisoners on the spot, see where these men are 
confined, investigate the treatment they receive and 
their physical condition, in short look into all the 
points at issue, and at the same time examine the 
records of their trials, note the charges brought 
against them, and whether or not they have had the 
°Pportunity of presenting their defense, as is the 
^ase in every civilized country. We trust, M. Presi- 
ei *f, that you will take advantage of this offer we 
are making you and which, if the results are favora- 
e, will allow you to refute your accusers and, if 
le results are otherwise, will enable you to take the 
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proper steps to remedy matters which every s 
ment desires to see set right, since they con^' 
questions of right and justice above anv Cern 

made laws. J 6 mar *' 

We ask you to believe, M. President, that • 
making you this offer we do so simply because w 
feel we could not abandon our task of liberating th 
political prisoners without jeopardising both our 
moral sense and that deep seated impulse which 
causes us to desire to bring men into an ever closer 
and more comprehensive unity, a unity which at the 
same time will insure a better mutual understanding 
and more amicable social and political relationship 
between different countries. 

Cruelty is a form of moral weakness which dries 
up the fountainhead of human benevolence. Genero¬ 
sity, that quality of truly noble minds, brings about 

™r«Tc m o„ y h ' arb which 

can Annv fn of . General Bliss of the Ameri- 
on april 19 lQiq CL 01 *° President Wilson written 
to commit'. ’ 0ne ^ not the right 

BhouW honeTh t JUSUCe 6Ven t0 peace. One 

ber that there are^ome Th* C °T but als ° remem ' 
able still namelv T i t ^ llngs are more desir- 

now thirst for that U p 1Ce and Liberty. » All nations 
W Ilk Liberty and 

Lolivar and the nt h , i ^ eace ac bieved by Simon 
Pendence. Bring abonl ^l S .° f the stru §'S ie for inde " 

Y°u will see the moral nt P h eace ’ M - Pre£lcle,,t - 
purer while at tK " at mosphere about you grow 

«cd its comm ,Tle time . the nation’s riches 
a 1 dlr ections. This w\uY ? and industr y oevelop in 
impulse suc h nc tvf ve l dace dla bs not to one 
Whlch was foll6we d bv ^ ° f 1 Porfi rio Diazii Mexico 

y o violent reaction, but as a 
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result of the harmonious cooperation of all the best 
elements in the nation’s activities which will have 
l)een reassured as to the future by the reestablish¬ 
ment of those normal, legal and constitutional guaran¬ 
tees indispensable in assuring that social and poli¬ 
tical equilibrium which you, M. President, as head 
of the state must ardently desire to see realized 
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They acted in this way in order to create a sensa 
tion. But is was not necessary. « The Shame of Ame¬ 
rica » ? Just that, for it is the shame of the entire 
Continent which looked on, accepted and did not 
protest against the shame of Venezuela, the shame of 
that degenerate nation which aollwed such things to 
take place. The shame of America, which has lasted 
for more than thirty years. 

I work day and night. The sheets of paper I write 
on are tiny. I slip them out in the shape of cigarettes. 
While I am finishing the last ones the first are already 
being copied. 

Two students, Zuniga Cisneros and Pulido Mendez 
will leave for New-York taking the manuscript with 
them. 

I suggested two titles to my fellow prisoners.«Be¬ 
tween the hoofs of the Pachyderm » or « The Shame 
of America ». We consider that the latter is the best. 
The narrative is signed ». A former prisoner. » I have 
tried to disguise my style for my life, or rather what 
life still lies ahead of me, is at stake. The history of 
Venezuela owes these pages to the prison warden 
Macedonio Guerrero who was assassinated in 1923 at 
the same time as Vivas and Meza, and who heroically 
succeeded in smuggling them out of La Rotonde. 

Steps have already been taken to have the story 
published abroad. One day I hear that it is in circu¬ 
lation in New-York. Now whatever hapens my com¬ 
rades have been revenged. Even if the « Memoirs » of 
which these notes form only a part should disappear 
in this sink of iniquity at least the truth has been 
published, not in the form of vague, anonymous char¬ 
ges but with each name backed by a tomb. As for 
hose who survive their lives and future behavior 
W1 ^ confirm my statements. 











APPEND ICE I 


LETTER FROM GENERAL 
JOSE VASCONCELOS 

REGARDING « THE TYRANT OF VENEZUELA » 


My comrades, the revolutionary party of Venezuela , 
offer the world in these pages the sad story of our pathe¬ 
tic fate. For the last twenty years Venezuela, the cradle 
of South American Liberty, has suffered the martyrdom 
of being the prey of one of the vilest, cruellest dictators 
tnai ever existed. For the last twenty years the civilized 
world has with indifference and apathy witnessed this 
destruction of a nation. But this was not the worst . 
Hirelings, ready to sell their pens to the highest bidder, 
have brazenly sought to deceive public opinion by talk¬ 
ing about progress, the improvements of the roads and 
agricultural condition. They sought to imply that a 
nation left to its own resources was incapable of impro¬ 
ving either its roads or its agricultural conditions. Thus 
protected on the one hand by indifference, on the other 
by self-interest the creature who has gripped the coun- 
h y in his evil jaws, as well as his suit of servile hench- 
men, who are not satisfied with exploiting the land for 
their own profit, must needs seek to make themselves 
famous and deceive posterity. But in saying this I am 
going too far. All one has to do is to look at a oicture of 
one of these dictators whether his name be ‘Calles or 
Bomez in order to realize that, do what they may no one 
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m years to come will gi ve lh 
er how heartily we laughed some 1 ca « nmc m 

when we happened to' come acroT * ° 9 ° f ° r in,l °nce 

**u « i'LSZZklTl “• ■£? 

a sl7kloVat a cm e n wiL n9 ^ “ S 

f ei “f no/ forget however that in remain7* * T fecs ' 
ht t l °f ° ur l ocal dictators we are admirabtu < ^ 

'is "powerful ^ a 7 ^ '7™ ® /o ^ as * 

/ l ’ commer eial morality which under the 

the "*rrr COn f Uesi . s reaWj/ Is intended only to fill 
^ Pockets of the extremists of either parly ; contusion 

thfa ™ a et Ce?n Tm hand ’ hereare s °™ of the lumps 
about dann 10 d a 9 ainsi lls - U is useless to talk 

while atZ jr °r ^ Whi ° h We cannoi ward «# 
nil lh q same ime we consent to, or at least accept , 

JJJ) misdeeds home which we could and should 

•j °j P r ^ ven or punish. It is natural that on such a 

oz s zow spring up those « Gomezes » which today 

Ann Tn ral C0llniries °f Spanish America. 

All that those mob leaders can do , who in Mexico 

lead crowds to howl outside the Yankee Consulate pro¬ 
vided that the native despot has allowed them to do so, 
is simply like barking at the moon. And the same is 
true of those who gather together to denounce the suf¬ 
ferings of \ enezuela but whodo not say a word aboutthe 
massacres that have taken place in their own country- 
It is the liberal press of all Latin nations which nuisl 
share the responsibilities of that conspiracy of silence 
tv ich has been enforced in recent years towards Mexico 
and Venezuela. More than that the Liberals abroad 
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have agreed to condem the atrocities committed in Ve¬ 
nezuela and not mention those in Mexico , just as the 
Clericals condemn what has happened in Mexico but say 
nothing about Venezuela. Thus it is clear in both cases 
that the grounds for protest are not a love of Liberty , nor 
a thirst for Justice , but merely a partisan spirit which 
makes the land an easy prey for the monster of Impe¬ 
rialism which battens on our flesh and blood. 

1 believe in Revolutions and I will continue to believe 
in Revolutions as long as cicumsiances may make them 
necessary. Not that they may be means for replacing one 
clique of politicians by a rival clan but because the 
Spirit of Revolution is the spirit of Purification. And , 
because I believe in the inherent virtue of Revolution. 

I am in favor of a Revolution in Venezuela and I should 
be deeply honored if I might be allowed to take even the 
most modest part in such an uprising. This is why in 
connection with this pathetic volume by Jose-Rafaet 
Pocalerra I wish my freinds to know that I am not deaf 
to their appeal. I respond to the call to arms. I do nol 
feel the misfortunes of Venezuela as might the man of 
another race or country , I feel them as a Spanish-Ame¬ 
rican I feel them as a Mexican, for in my country the 
example of the methods employed by Juan Vicente 
Gomez has begun to bear fruit. Not Mexico alone but 
all America is lilcely to become « Gomezised » unless we 
can stamp out and extinguish the coals of iniquity in 
Venezuela and in Mexico. 

Let us once more formulate this solemn statement. It 
is the spirit of cannibalism that bre ks up isolated coun¬ 
tries into separate and hostile tribes. But when applied 
to countries which are in contact with powerful and well 
organised nations this same spirit makes them fall easu 
victims to allacks from without. It was the murderous 
policy adopted by the goverment of the Aztecs as one of 
the laws of the Slate which allowed the Spaniards to 




248 


GOMEZ, THE SHAME OF AMERICA 


overcome them. If we do not now, at once, punish ih 
who have slain our brothers and our liberties v T* 
armies will speedily be marching through our ter Z" 
« o re-establish order » - as ih L sau.bul Z a Z V 

oj fad merely tooccupy our land and despoil the wreck 
ed inhabitants. And the world will stand by aZ t 
plaud such a course of events unless we hasten to punish 

reign ^ ^ W6anS ° f endin 9 his murderous 


Jose VASCONCELOS. 




APPEND ICE II 


LETTER TO THE TYRANT OF VENEZUELA 

Paris July 24, 1928. 


General Juan Vincente Gomez, 

Dear Sir, 

Six years ago , when , having violated, the very base 
of our Constitution , you imposed a dynastic form of 
government on Venezuela I protested against such a 
political outrage. At that time I warned you that the 
period of our national history which was being ushered 
in under such auspices seemed full of ill omen. Sub¬ 
sequent events as well as your own attitude and behavior 
unfori unalely proved that I was right. How tragic and 
revolting has been the spectacle of scandals and violence 
which the people of Venezuela have been obliged to 
witness in these last six years. 

The people have witnessed the hideous and shameful 
fall of the dynasty you sought to erect. A fall which 
began with dagger thrusts delivered in the private rooms 
of your brother the Vice-President and which continued 
till recently your suspicions caused you to exile and 
destitute from office the son you had trained up as your 
logical successor. 

The people have witnessed the yearly « reform » of the 
Constitution, amended in whatever way pleased your la- 
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test whim and which either bolstered up your toll. • 
power, reduced the independence of the separate shlT^ 
disposed of the national resources in such as wau 
would prove profitable to your private fortune at th 
expense of the liberties,the property rights or the perm 
nal dignity of the Venezuelans. 

The people witnessed the Government selling oil 
rights for the exclusive benefit of you and a few of 
your henchmen . for whom you dissipated the common 
wealth and made the country into a foreign concession. 
Insatiably greedy for gold you sold to the highest bidder 
the last remnants of what remained of our national 
resources. And what profit did the country get in return 
for its fortune in oil ? What public works were carried 
out ? What was done on behalf of Public Education, 
Hygiene, Commerce and Industry, to increase produc¬ 
tion, to ailracte migration ? Nothing, absolutely nothing. 

The people witnessed the way in which, having piled 
up in the Bank of the Treasury Department one hun¬ 
dred and twnety million bolivars which should have been 
spent to improve the material and moral conditions of 
those who paid them in, you obliged the Nation to buy 
your private estates at le Caura, the property at Paraiso, 
the Hotel Mirarmar which were sold for twenty lures 
their original cost. 

The people witnessed the Minister of Public Works 
spend. Ihe greater part of his funds and his activity ir 
building palaces, laying out pleasure gardens of facili¬ 
tating real estate edals for your hangers-on and your 
courtiers. 

The people witnessed ihe tyrant installing himself 
ever more securely in power. They fell themselves en 
slaved more and more by his host of spies, armed 
lings and gaolers, set to work on the roads, l m 
abominable form of slavery which formed the su > 
feet of the dictator's loudest boastings. The people sun 
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their signature being forged to absurd adulations , their 
earnings confiscated and the nation deprived of every 
sort of constitutional guarantee and of all that made lije 
worth living. 

Lastly the people witnessed the sight of Ihe bridal and 
unjustified attack on ihe young students of the Univer¬ 
sity of Caracas merely because during their innocent 
celebrations of Floral Games they had dared sing the 
praises of that Goddess whom they loved but had never 
seen-Fair Liberty. It was then that the indignation of 
the masses burst out throughout the length and breadth 
of the Republic .Today you hear it muttering in your 
ears «How long » ? How long will you dare take advan 
tage of your superior strength ? How long will you 
oppressus ? How long will you ruin us ? How Iona will 
you shame us before all the world ? 


bir, the cup is overflowing. The people of Venezuella 
have risen to their feet. They are resolved that their Iona 
shame shall end here and now. The spark of the youthful 
enthusiasm of the students has fired the nation n T 

pot, it has kindled the clear flame of rinir 

it has already provoked acts of collective heroism whfch 

are unique in the annals of our Continent. 

« Oh Alma Mater, Holy University thtu , 
persecuted victim of those tyrants whn t elernall U 

which you pass on from one generation Ja , ° rch 

a ™Uwr Oh noble Womanhood of Venezuela “ohv** 
Men, oh People of Caracas ! After the ° h „ Youn 9 
enveloped your land for a quarter of „, J ,‘ tt . ai has 
l ls awakening to your enthusiasm. °l ° il 

In the latest constitutional amp^A* , 
passed a little over a month ago and by wFh WfllC ^ Was 
Jaurselve further advantaaes in J ^ ou ass ure 

6 de f ens ^ss populace it is a ^nst 

y to see that y ou intend 
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to defy practically the entire mass of public opinio 
io usurp the reigns of office for another seven years " ^ 

Confronted with such a crises the danger is very 
For there can be no question but what the continuation 
of your administration, either by you personally or bo 
some figure head, will be the signal for mass insurrec¬ 
tions and the outbreak of a civil war with all the horror, 
that this invloves. i ,, 

^11 is for this reason , General , that I, on behalf of my 
compatriots and because you have muzzled the press, 
while persecuting more and more harshly all expression 
of independent opinion , take this opportunity to inform 
you that my country insists you give your solemn pro¬ 
mise that you will not remain in office after April 19, 
1929, and that as guarantee of the execution of this pro¬ 
mise the nations demands that you dissolve the present 
Congress and immediately hold free and unlrammeled 
elections for the Sovereign Congress which shall appoint 
a President of the Republic. For once , General , commit 
an arbitraty act which shall be for the country's good. 

Yes , you must retire , without hesitation or reserves. 
After twenty years of power which have produced no¬ 
thing worthwhile fortune gives you this opportunity of 
doing something for Venezuela. Take advantage of 
that chance , General. 





Your fellow-countryman, 

SANTO A. DOMINIC1- 
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